Google 



This is a digitai copy of a book that was prcscrvod for gcncrations on library shclvcs bcforc it was carcfully scannod by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverablc online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subjcct 

to copyright or whose legai copyright terni has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the originai volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journcy from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with librarìes to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prcvcnt abuse by commercial parties, including placing lechnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-C ommercial use ofthefiles We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commerci al purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do noi send aulomated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a laige amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encouragc the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogX'S "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informingpcoplcabout this project and helping them lind 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legai Whatever your use, remember that you are lesponsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legai. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countiies. Whether a book is stili in copyright varies from country to country, and we cani offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps rcaders 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full icxi of this book on the web 

at |http: //books. google .com/l 




I00065020S 





WON IN A CANTER. 



OLD CALABAR. 



IS THBEE VOLUMES. 

voL. ir 




LONDON: 
R. BENTLEY & SON, NEW BURLINGTON STREET. 

1874. 

Tlie ftiglit of TmulatioB il THured. 



WON IN A CANTER 



»^* 



CHAPTER I. 



THE DINNER AT OABVIEE HALL. 



SiR TuRBiT TuRTLEPAT was seated in his 
arm-chair poring over the columns of the 
TimeSy Lady Turtlefat was seated opposite 
him looking through her letters, the urn 
X was hissing on the table and the breakfast 
waiting. 

" Where on earth is Jack this morning ?" 
said the Knight somewhat testily, " I hate 
being kept waiting for my meals." 

" Dear John will be here directly, he 
has only ridden over to Linden Hall to see 
how the invalid is, I am certain he will be 
here immediately." 
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" I don't know what the devil has come 
to that boy," exclaimed the gentleman, 
" he is never in time for anything." 

" Pray don't get angry," said his wife, 
"he is generally punctuality himself. And 
there heis now coming up the avenue." 

" So much the better," repKed her hus- 
band, " I don't see what good he does 
going to the Hall so often ; young Thorn- 
hill is getting on well enough ; now if he 
went there to see Mademoiselle and to do 
any good in that quarter I should not mind, 
but Jack is such a chicken-hearted fool that 
the prize will slip from his grasp whilst he 
is thinking about it. I am sure I was not 
so shy when I was — was, you know what 
I mean, carrying on with you ; no beating 
about the bush with me, I went slap at it, 
hit or miss." 

" No, Turtlefat, there certainly was no 
beating about the bush with you ; but then 
remember I had money." 

" Well so you had," replied her hus- 
band, " and your ten thousand pounds I 
have turned into ten thousand a year, so T 
do not think you need complain." 



WON IN A CANTER. 



" I am not complaining," said the lady, 
" I only want you not to be so hard on 
our boy; such a fine handsome fellow too." 

" Handsome be hanged !" ejaculated the 
Knight sharply. He was in a bad humour, 
for he hated being kept waiting for his 
breakfast. " I see nothing handsome in him, 
a pasty-faced milksop." 

The Knight was a bit of a buUy at home, 
and Lady Turtlefat often got some bitter 
words from her better half when no one 
was near. 

"I wish to heavens. Jack," said his 
father, ** you would not keep me waiting 
for breakfast as you do, and there is not 
the slightest necessity for your going over 
to see young Thornhill every morning ; if 
your journeys are taken to the Hall with 
the object of seeing Miss Thornhill, why 
the devil don't you go at a proper time 
and then you are likely to meet her." 

" Well, never mind," interrupted the 
lady; "breakfast is ready. Jack only 
does what is right." 

" Oh I of course," said the Knight, sul- 
kily* "you always side against me; but 
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if this goes on much longer, damme l'il — 
ni breakfast in my own room." 

** Are vou never p'oinof to hunt a^jain^ 
Jack ?" asked his father, after he had been 
gobbling down a lot of game pie. He was 
purple in the face from quick eating, and 
wanted to get a little wind before he at- 
tacked the paté de foie gras, which he had 
fixed his eyes on. " I don't see the use of 
your keeping hunters in the stable eating 
their heads off — if you don't shoot, why 
the devil don't you hunt ?" 

" I commence again to-morrow," replied 
his son ; " but the fact is, I did not like to 
go out before this affair of Thornhill's was 
blown over a little ; a fellow gets so 
chaffed and ali that, you know ; and to- 
morrow Miss Thornhill is going out on 
her new borse, Sultan." 

" I teli you what, Jack," said the 
Knight; "if you don't propose to that 
girl, and make matters safe before six-and- 
thirty hours are over your head, you're an 
ass, and that is ali I bave to say on the 
matter;" and the Knight rose from the 
table and returned to his Times. 
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" Ali right, governor," replied his son, 
" ali in good time, you know," and he 
sauntered out of the room. 

"My dear," said Lady Turtlefat pre- 
sently, "we really ought to think about 
giving a dinner ; we owe lots of people 
one." 

" Dinner !" gasped the Knight, throwing 
down his TimeSy and brightening up con- 
siderably, for the sound of dinner was 
music to his ears, " God bless me, you 
don't say so ! Who do we owe a dinner 

tor 

" Well," returned the lady, " there are 
the Thornhills, the Lavenders, the Sly- 
foxs, Mr. Conyers of course, Lord Verrie- 
fast, Sir John Forest, our rector, and a 
host of others." 

" Well, send out the invitations, and for 
any day you choose, it is ali the same to 
me, only let me know in time ;" and he 
took up the paper again, and was soon 
deep in its columns. 

" I hate that fellow Thornhill though," 
he exclaimed suddenly, and startling her 
ladyship considerably, who was in the 
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middle of a very interesting letter from a 
London friend, who had informed ber she 
had discovered some old point lace whioh 
was to be had for next to nothing from an 
acquaintanoe of hers, who was not able 
to pay her jobmaster's bill for horses and 
carriage. 

"Hate old Mr. ThornhiU, Sir Turbiti 
Why do you hate him ?" 

" Because the fellow has cost me a hun- 
dred and fifty a-year, replied the Knight 
savagely. 

" A hundred and fifty a-year ! — how do 
you mean ?" 

" Why, you see," said the Knight, laying 
down his paper, " I gave a hundred a-year 
to the Wareheel hounds. This ThornhiU 
no sooner comes into the neighbourhood 
than he gives two hundred a-year, and of 
course as an old county man, I am not 
going to be done by him, so I am obliged 
to increase my subscription to two hundred 
and fifty ; theref ore I consider," continued 
he, "that ThornhiU costs me a hundred 
and fifty a-year," 

** Well, but you must be oivil to them, 
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Sir Turbit, and if our dear Jack only suc- 
ceeds in securing the daughter, what a 
thing it will be for him !" 

So the notes of invitation were accord- 
ingly issued. 

But here was a difficulty; there were 
nine gentlemen and only seven ladies, and 
as to giving a dinner without ali being 
properly paired oflF was impossible. Poor 
Lady Turtlefat was in the height of a 
dilemma, so she attacked ber husband 
again after luncheon. 

" I bave got the notes ali ready to send, 
Sir Turbit," she said ; " but there is a 
horrible difficulty, for there are nine 
gentlemen who we must ask, and there 
are only seven available ladies, and if any 
refuse, goodness gracious knows what we 
shall do." 

" Eead over your list," said the Knight 
shortly ; he was tasting a new sample of 
Madeira, and did not like to be inter- 
rupted. 

" Well," comijaenced the lady, " there is 
Lord Verrief ast. Lord Lavender, Sir John 
Forest, Captain Slyfox, Mr. Conyers, Mr. 
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Thomhill — the Knight gave a grunt as 
this name was uttered — the Rector, John, 
and yourself; that makes nine. Then 
there is Lady Lavender, Lady Mary Sly- 
fox, Miss Thomhill, the Eector's wife and 
daughter, Miss Dutchbild— we must ask 
her — and myself ; that is only seven. What 
on earth are we to do for two more ?" 

" Hanged if I know," replied the Knight. 
" Some of the men must go in by them- 
selves." The Madeira did not come up to 
his idea of being first-class, and he was in 
no mood to argue about dinners, only to 
eat them. 

"Well, I have an idea," resumed the 
lady, " there are two new comers in our 
neighbourhood, a Mrs. and Miss Sprightly, 
you have seen them you know — the mother 
is exceedingly ladylike, and the daughter 
is charming ; suppose I were to have the 
carriage round, cali on them, and ask 
them to dinner in a friendly way, I am 
certain to find them at home, for it is a 
non-hunting day, and as Mrs. Sprightly 
always accompanies her daughter to the 
Meets, it is not likely she will have her 
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pony-carriage out two days running. Jack 
tells me too they are noticed by a great 
many people, Lord Verriefast amongst 
the number, it would only look friendly, 
what do you say ?" 

"A capital idea, anything you like," 
said Sir Turbit, good-humouredly, he was 
at a second glass of the Madeira, which 
went better than the first, so he was in 
the mood to acquiesce in anything. 

The lady therefore ordered the barouche 
round, and was soon on her road to cali 
on Mrs. Sprightly. Great was the sur- 
prise when Lady Turtlefat's card was sent 
in, and the lady herself shortly after 
ushered into their pretty little drawing- 
room. There was little ceremony, for 
Lady Turtlefat, when away from her 
pompous old husband, was not so digni* 
fied as she wished people to belio ve. They 
were mutually pleased with each other, 
and the city knight's wife congratulated 
herself at having secured two such acquisi- 
tions for her dinner party — her only fear 
was that some might refuse, then ali her 
calculations would fall to the ground. 
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Happily this was Bot the case, the neigh- 
bourhood was not Boted for its gaiety, little 
besides hunting was doing, the only 
one who was inclined to send an excuse 
was Lord Verriefast, but his valet, who 
was au fait on ali that was going on in 
the county, having informed his master 
that Mrs. and Miss Sprightly were to be 
at Sir Turbit's, decided that nobleman on 
accepting the invitation. He thought it 
would be a capital opportunity to know 
more of the young lady, and to make the 
acquaintance of her mamma, for he had 
not yet called on them as he promised. 

Lady Turtlefat was in a seventh heaven 
at finding there was not one refusai, and 
her party of eighteen complete. Sir 
Turbit, too, was glad of an excuse of 
overeating himself. 

Many were the consultations the Knight 
and his chef had in the former's study, the 
cook wanted one thing, Sir Turbit another ; 
but at length the matter was compromised, 
the Knight was to have his way with the 
soups (one of which was to be turtle with 
iced punch) but he was in no way to 
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interfere with the entrées, and with this 
arrangement the old gourmand was feign 
to accede to. 

The evening arrived, and Lady Turtlefat 
was gorgeous in her black velvet, feathers, 
and diamonds. She had none of those 
►fears which people of small means are 
obliged to worry themselves about, none 
of those mysterious whisperings, and 
ghding stealthily out of the room to see 
that the table was properly laid, to argue 
with the cook who would drink, or ex- 
postulate with the hired waiter who had 
already filched half a bottle of sherry, 
soiled his gloves, had his limp white neck- 
cloth awry, and who was in fact, any- 
thing but fit for the post assigned to him ; 
or had Lady Turtlefat any f ears that her 
servants would be guilty of over-setting 
the oontents of a soup-plate into a lady's 
lap, or drag the lace scarf off their 
shoulders by their trepidation and clumsi- 
ness. 

AH the servants in the Turtlefat estab- 
lishment were good and well appointed, 
from the kitchen-maid upwards. The 
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only one who had any misgivings was Sir 
Turbit himself, who was in an agony 
lest the fifteen port should be ill-de- 
cantered, or the madeira and claret over- 
warmed. 

" By George, Johnson !" exclaimed the 
Knight to his old butler, and whose 
pantry he had entered for the twentieth 
time for the last two hours, thereby 
hindering that functionary in his duties, 
and rendering him nearly insane, " for 
heaven's sake look to the thermometer, if 
it goes above ninety the madeira won't be 
worth a button.'* 

But at last the Knight was obliged to be 
off to dress, and Johnson had a few mi- 
nutes peace. 

Sir Turbit is grand in his blue-tailed 
coat, velvet coUar, and gilt buttons, spot- 
less white waistcoat and tie, and black 
continuations. So is his pasty-faced son, 
who had also been in earnest consultation 
with his London valet whether it would 
be the thing or not to appear in the pink 
dress-coat of the hunt, but as his factotum 
assured him that he knew for a positive 
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fact that Mr. Conyers and the rest of the 
gentlemen were not coming in the dress 
uniform, he unwillingly gave up the idea ; 
but he had the scarlet laid out on his bed, 
and his man stationed in the hall to give 
him due notice if any should come in the 
hunt dress, so that he might slip up into 
his room and change on the instant. He 
had managed with his mother that Major 
Brag should not be invited, for he could 
then shift ali the onus of the accident on 
that gentleman's back, who would not 
be there to defend himself. As is ever the 
case, the Rector, his wife, and daughter 
were the first to appear, then carne Miss 
Dutchbild, and the others arrived quickly 
after. Mrs, Sprightly was quietly but 
well-dressed, her daughter looked lovely, 
and so Lord Verriefast seemed to think as 
he approached, made his bow, and shook 
hands with her. 

Whilst the usuai mysterious whisperings 
of the host was going on, telling his gen- 
tlemen guests who they were to take into 
dinner, Mrs. Sprightly was engaged in an 
animated conversation with Lord Lavender 
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and Mr. Conyers, which was put an end to 
by dinner being announced. 

Young Turtlefat would miich liked to 
bave taken in Miss Thornhill, or Miss 
Sprightly, but as the host's son, Lady 
Mary Slyfox fell to him, bis father leading 
the way witb Lady Lavender, and bis 
motber bringing up tbe rear witb Lord 
Lavender. However, by a skilf ul coup, and 
wbicb be gave bimself great credit for, be 
managed to bave Miss Sprigbtly on one 
side of bim, and Miss Tboynbill directly 
opposite. • 

Sir Turbit, greatlytobis wife'sannoy- 
ance, would insist on being belped twice 
to soup, and as many times again to tbe 
iced rum puncb, and be pressed bis guests 
to foUow bis example. 

"Have some more turtle soup, Laven- 
der," exclaimedtbe Knigbtin aloud voice, 
" do as I do ;" but the worthy gentleman 
was disappointed wben bis Lordship and 
otbers declined. Had they accepted bis in- 
vitation be would bave gone in for a tliird 
supply, as it was, he determined to bave 
some warmed for bimself and taken up 
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into bis room when ali had gone, and also 
to pitch into bis butler for helpìng him to 
so little. 

" How is your cousin this evening, Miss 
Thombill ?" asked Jack Turtlefat after he 
had taken several glasses of wine, to screw 
bis courage up to the point, " I trust he is 
much better now ?" 

** Thank you," answered the youpg lady, 
" though stili weak he is gettting on fa- 
mously, and desired to be remembered to 
you, and to thank you for so kindly inquir- 
ing after him. If the weather is mild, I 
hope to be able to take him out in my 
pony carriage in a few days." 

Jack did not seem to approvo of this, 
though he said nothing, but bis face was an 
index to bis feelings, and turning to Miss 
Sprightly said in a low voice, " It's deuced 
hard. Miss Sprightly, that I am saddled 
with any share of this unfortunate occur- 
rence ; the fact is I never fired at ali, Brag 
had two sizes of shotinhis gun," (Bouncer 
was not there to contradict him, so he 
could say what be liked) " he fired both 
barrels." 
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" But how could he bave been hit on 
both sides ?" asked the young lady. 

Jack Turtlefat was rather nonplussed 
at this question, but he was equal to the 
occasion, and answered, after gulping 
down a glass of sherry to hide bis embar- 
rassment, " easily enough, Miss Sprightly, 
as he received the first shot he turned 
round, .and so got the contents of the 
second barrel into him." 

He had been cunning enough when the 
accident occurred, and when running up 
with the others, to put a cartridge into 
bis discharged barrel, and which had been 
discovered by the sharp eye of the keeper, 
but as Bouncer Brag's gun had only one 
barrel fired off, this lame attempt of the 
illustrious Jack's went fornothing. 

Lady Turtlefat, whose quick ears had 
caught a portion of the proceeding conver- 
sation, and was ever alive to ber son's 
interest, exclairaed, "Ah, Miss Sprightly, 
you are talking of poor Mr. Thornhill, I 
believe my son John is totally innocente' 

**Don't believe anything of the sort, 
Miss Sprightly," interrupted Sir Turbit, 
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*' Jack is the worst shot in the neighbour- 
hood, he has peppered half the keepers 
and beaters in the county, and it will end 
in his really killing somebody, if he goes 
on shooting." 

Lady Turtlefat looked unutterable things, 
and her son, to hide his indignation and 
confusion, took relief in a glass of sherry, 
and assuming a nonchalant air asked Mr. 
Conyers if he had fixed on the date for 
the hunt ball, the Knight's attention 
being at that moment taken up by winking 
at his butler, and making dumb show for 
a glass of Madeira which he stili had an 
idea would be over-warm. 

The dinner at length concluded, and 
Lady Turtlefat having succeeded in 
catching Lady Lavender and Lady Mary's 
eye, they rese from the table follo wed by 
the others, and lef t for the drawing-room ; 
the old Knight then took his wife's place 
at the bottom of the table to get away 
from the draught of the door, and invited 
his guests to draw up. He was terribly dis- 
gusted on Johnson presently appearing 
with the coffee, at least half an hour bef ore 

VOL. II. 't 
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the time, and inwardly vowed to giye that 
worthy a doublé dose when he carne to 
his room with the soup and Madeira. 

His son had ahready taken his departure 
for the drawing-room, whither the other 
gentlemen presently followed. 

When they entered, they found Jack 
Turtlefat, who was a fair pianist, though 
he had a miserably weak voice, accompany- 
ing himself, and in the midst of a song. 

" If after ali, you stili should doubt and fear me, 
And think this heart to other loTes oould stray," 

and ogling Miss Thomhill the whole time 
as well as he could, who was seated on a 
low ottoman beside the piano. 

Lord Verriefast immediately attached 
himself on entering to Miss Sprightly, and 
as ali began talking, which is always the 
case now in well-bred society, poor John 
had to finish his song amidst a Babel of 
voices ; when he had finished he sat himself 
down by Miss Thornhill. 

Her father had been singularly silent ali 
the evening, but was now in conversation 
with Sir John Forest, Lord Lavender, 
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Captain Slyfox and Mr. Conyers, they 
were discussìng the proper time for the 
hunt-dinner and the hunt-ball. 

Jack not being successful in drawing 
Miss Thomhill into conversation, a long 
pause ensued, which the young lady took 
advantage of , and excusing herself on the 
plea of having something particular to say 
to Lady Lavender, left the young gentle- 
man alone in his glory. 

Lord Verriefast was making strong 
running with Miss Sprightly ; he had been 
introduced to ihe mamma, talked over 
Brighton and other subjects, and finally 
^ngaged them to luncheon at The Moat 
on the foUowing day, it being a non- 
hunting one. 

" I have rarely seen three ladies go as 
you did," exclaimed his Lordship, to the 
young lady, "than last Tuesday, when 
you, Miss Thomhill, and Mrs. Allsnob 
were out with the hounds — I never saw 
such riding in my life, upon my soul, I 
don*t know who rides the best." 

" Oh ! Lord Verriefast, there is not the 
slightest doubt upon that point, Mrs'. 

2 
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Allsnob is by far the better horsewoman," 
she meant it, and was quite honest in ber 
opinion, "she has had much longer es= 
perience than I bave ; Miss Thornhill, too, 
rides quite as well as I do, and is much 
better mounted ; ber borse, Sultan, is the 
most perfect lady's bunter I ever saw." 

"Is he?" said the nobleman, looking 
earnestly at ber, " well, if you like you 
shall bave a dozen of them quite as good," 

What more he might bave said was cut 
short by Mr. Conyers coming up, and the 
carriages presently being announced, the 
guests took their departure. 

" Well, Jack," said Lady Turtlefat, when 
they were alone, " where is your father ?" 

"Johnson," returned the dutiful son, 
"has just taken a great bowl of turtle 
soup and half a bottle of Madeira into bis 
study. He will eat bimself into a fit of 
apoplexy some day, I know he will, and 
serve bim right too." He was deeply 
exasperated at the way bis father had 
snubbed bim at the dinner-table. 

" Oh ! Jack," exclaimed bis mother, 
"don't talk in that disrespectful way of 
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your father ; you don't mean it, I know. 
But how did you get on with Miss Thorn- 

mi ?" 

" Get on ? Not at ali. She was nearly 
as bad as the Govemor. I could net get 
a word out of her. I saw she was laugh- 
ing at my song, and I am fuUy convinced 
it is no go with her ; that cad Thornhill, 
her new-found cousin, has cooked my 
goose in that quarter;" and wishing his 
mother good night, took his departure for 
a cigar and a glass of grog in his own 
room. 



CHAPTER II. 

COLONEL DOWNEY TO THE FORE. 

Shibkington was deeply exasperated at 
what he termed his friend's treachery in 
endeavouring to steal a march upon him, 
and fiilly determined, as he rode home- 
wards, that he would pitch into Bluster 
remarkably hot ; but this he was not able 
to do, as he found his friend had retired 
to rest some half-hour before he arrived, 
so Shirkington consoled himself with a 
glass of brandy-and-water, over which he 
vowed deadly revenge against Bluster on 
the morrow. 

The following morning, however, before 
he was up, brought him a little pink note 
with a neat monogram, and one of the 
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same size and dìmeBsions was taken to the 
Captain's room. 

" Who did this come from ?" asked 
Shirkington, sitting up in bed and rubbing 
bis eyes, for he was hardly awake. 

" Pastern brought it over, Sir," said the 
servant, "with Miss Sprightly's compli- 
ments." 

" Ah," chuckled Shirkington to himself 
triumphantly, as he jumped out of bed to 
pulì up the blind, and let more light in the 
room, " poor little Bessy could not wait 
the week, how I will crow over that fellow 
Bluster at breakfast," and he jumped into 
bed again to read the contents of the note at 
bis ease. As he scanned its lines hurriedly, 
his face became scarlet, and dashing it 
down on the counterpane exclaimed, 
" Damn ber ! who the deuce would bave 
thought it ?" 

The contents of the note was as foUows : 

" Dear Mr. Buffer, 
" You had no sooner left this evening 
than I thought how wrong it would be to 
ask you to wait a week for my answer to 
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your flattering proposal. I bave thought 
over everything ; our intimacy at Brighton, 
and our friendship here, but I must teli 
you candidly and at once so that you may 
not hereafter say I bave encouraged you 
by false bopes. I, tberefore, witbout losing 
any lime, inform you tbat I decline tbe 
bonour you propose doing me — mamma 
and myself will be always glad to receive 
you as a friend, and I trust you will often 
give US tbe pleasure of seeing you, but 
witbout alluding fartber to tbis subject as 
my mind is fuUy made up. 

" I am, dear Mr. Duffer, 

" Yours very truly, 
*'Bessib Sprightly." 

Tbe tener of tbe Captain's note was 
pretty nearly tbe same as tbat of bis 
friend's. 

Wben botb gentlemen met in tbe break- 
fast room tbey looked anytbing but amiable 
at eacb otber. 

Sbirkington looked particularly black; 
be remembered bis cool treatment of tbe 
young lady at Brighton, and felt by no 
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means assured tbat tbough he had been 
refused that his friend had not been ac- 
cepted, for he had found out that the Cap- 
tain had received a " billet doux " at the 
same time as himself . 

Bluster had the same idea, and thought 
it very probable that Shirkington through 
having stolen a march on him and first in 
the field, was the accepted man. 

"Well," said Duffer opening the ball, 
" yoii played me a nice trick last night, 
Bluster, most unhandsome and sneakish, 
I must say." 

" Was it ?" returned the other, *' ali fair 
in love or war, you know ; however, it 
does not matter, I am refused," throwing 
his note down on the table. 

"No, are you ?" said Shirkington, throw- 
ing his down too, *^so am I; what the 
devil's up with the girl ?" 

" It is as clear as a pike-staff now," re- 
marked the Captain, "she has spotted 
Verriefast." 

" What to marry him, do you mean ?" 
asked Duffer. 

"Just so," replied the other, "before 
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ibis day sìx montbs slie wìll be droppìng 
ber pasteboard as Lady Verriefast." 

*' Ha ! ba 1 ba !'* roared Shirkingtoiu 
"do, Biustor, my boy, Verriefast is net 
quìto Bucb a fool as tbat; men of bis 
wealth as a mie don't marry penniless 
girls." 

" Well, you will see be will be an excep- 
tion to it, Sbirkington," and be com- 
moticod bis breakfast. 

Home miles distant, but at precisely tbe 
«atne ti me, two otber gentlemen were 
«oatod by tbe fire in a cosy little room 
smoking tbeir after breakfast weeds ; tbey 
too were talking about tbe identical young 
lady, tbose were Major Rasper and Colonel 
Downoy. 

•' Doocid fine girl tbat Miss Sprigbtly, 
Raspor/' blowing a buge cloud of smoke 
from between bis lips, " sbe is by Gad, Sir 1 
rido» tip- top, should not mind making ber 
Mrs. Downey, but — " 

•• The dovil, you would not," ejaculated 
tbo Mnjor, somewhat hastily, " wby I am 
spoonoy tbere myself, toss you up wbo 
pops.'* 
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"If you had not interrupted me, 
Rasper," replied the Colonel, " I was 
going to say, but she won't do for me." 

" Not do for you Downey, why not ? 
devilish pretty girl, a good stepper, looks 
a thourough bred one ali over, and a thou 
a year." 

"Ah," said the Colonel, winking sa- 
piently, " that's just it, there's no coin, 
™y boy, the thou a year is a snare and a 
delusion ; it is only a thousand pounds, 
and by Gad, Sir ! that's a fact." 

"Ah," said the Major, "that alters 
the case entirely, no woman is pretty 
without money, at least in my eyes ; dash 
it ! you know, Colonel, I couldn't keep a 
wife on my pay, not to be thought of for 
a moment, it's a devilish pity though, for 
she is a very neat little fiUy." 

" IVe found out ali about it Rasper, 
l'm not to be caught napping, it is just 
this. Mamma Sprightly, who by the way 
is a doocid nice lady-like woman, had 
about a couple of hundred a year of her 
own, and she lately fell into a legacy of 
five thousand, which will give her two 
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hundred and fifty a year more, four hnn- 
dred and fifby in ali, mj hundred and 
twenty added to it would imaTre fiye hun- 
dred and seventy a year, which would 
allow me to live at Cheltenham, keep my 
cob and pony-chaìr for the missis, so I 
am going to enter for the all-age stakes." 

"No, are you though?" asked the 
Major, ** but she is rather a level-toothed 
one, is she not ?** 

" Well, perhaps she is a little past mark 
of mouth ; but by Grad, Sir ! one does not 
marry teeth you know." 

" But the daughter," interrupted the 
Major, " do you mean to say she has no 
coin ?" 

" Just a thousand pounds, Kasper, not a 
stiver more." 

"Won't do," sighed the Major, "it's 
devilish odd I can't find a woman with 
any of the ready — just my luck." 

Mrs. Sprightly and her daughter were 
lingering over the remains of their break- 
fast, little imagining that they were being 
so canvassed in different quarters. 

" Bessy," said her mother, " did you 
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really mean what jou told me last 
night, that you have absolutely and 
unequivocably refused both Duffer and 
Bluster ?' 

" Most decidedly I have," answered the 
young lady, " I will meet them a3 friends, 
but I will never marry either of them, that 
I am quite decided on." 

"But I thought Bessy that we came 
here on purpose to hook — I mean that you 
might play your cards." 

" I know, I understand, mamma, but I 
have other views now." 

" Why you don't mean to say, Bessy, 
that you have formed any other attach- 
ment ?" 

"I never told you I had any attach- 
ment for either Mr. Duffer, or Captain 
Bluster, it was a matter of necessity with 
me. You know we could not have gone on 
living as we did, but now,*' continued the 
girl brightening up and looking exceed- 
ingly pretty, " I have found some one I 
really like, rich, handsome and a perfeot 
gentleman." 

'' Good Heavens, child 1 what on earth 
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fio you moan P'' looking at her in perfect 
tinwildormont. 

** Mfirnrna/' said the girl trìuiijpuàuilj, 
'* liow wotild A tìtle suit me, I don't mean 
«f.rnwborry loavos or anything of that sort, 
ImiI< jtiKt Hirnplo ' Lady ;' how do you thìnk 
\iiii\y Vorriofast would sound?" 

•• liudy Vorriofast 1 what — you don*t 
iTHinn to Bay that Lord Yerriefast has pro- 
poHod?" 

•• WoU no, mamma, not exactly yet, 
biit Ito will, and that before the week is 

Ollt." 

•• Wlmt a wondorful girl !'* murmured 
ibo nntoniHlìod lady, as her daughter 
vatilwliod from tho room. " Lady Verrie- 
fnnl,*' soliloquisod she, '* ah, then I shall 
liavo to go into dinnor after her/' 

Non-liunting days are generally devoted 
by ladies to making calls, especially ìf 
tliuy cnn oapturo their hushands to accom- 
])any tliom ; and Lady Lavender fondly 
liopod that silo would be able to gefc her 
lord and master to accorapany her on a 
vinit sliG was going to make to Charlie 
Thoruhill, wbo was now able to see friends. 
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" Utterly impossible, my dear," replied 
he, as the question was put to him, " you 
know the shooting season is coming to 
an end, and there are cover s I have not 
yet touched ; you forget that Forest, and 
old Mr. Thornhill and Slyfox will be here 
presently." 

"Ah," sighed the lady, "true, I had 
quite forgotten that ; well, I shall drive 
over to Lady Mary early, and take her 
with me to Linden Hall, I must go and 
see poor Charlie, he will think it so utterly 
unkind of us." 

"You could not do a better thing," 
replied his Lordship, " poor fellow, he has 
indeed had a hard time of it, I shall never 
forget his look as he sat on the ground 
trying to staunch those two gaping wounds. 
It is enough to sicken one of shooting, 
look at the misery that the carelessness 
of those two, Brag and Turtlefat, have 
caused ; they have nearly killed one of the 
finest fellows in the county, made poor 
old Mr. Thornhill look ten years older, 
unsettled his whole house, and terribly 
shaken the nerves of ali who were present ; 



32 WON IN A CANTER. 

I am certain I shall ne ver recover mine," 
and he poured himself out a glass of 
Maraschino. " If those two fellows talked 
less and thought more, it would be better 
for them, but they are now grumbling 
because we have postponed the hunt-ball, 
dinner, and steeple chases ; but we have 
quite determined that they shall not take 
place till Charlie is able to attend them. 
God bless my soul I" continued the noble- 
man, quite excitedly, " why they would be 
nothing without him, for myself, and I 
think as others, Brag and Co. had far 
better keep away, as well as that pompous 
gormandising old idiot, Sir Turbit." 
- Lady Lavender smiled as her husband 
uttered this, for she well knew how fond 
her husband and most of the other gentle- 
men were of Charlie Thornhill. 

"Well," she said, "as she saw him 
glancing towards his Times, " I will not 
keep you from your paper any longer, you 
will have time to skim it through before 
your friends arrivo ; but teli me before you 
start if there is any chance of the Liberals 
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going out, if they do I will give a fancy 
ball in honour of the occasion." 

" So you shall, so you shall," said his 
Lordship, and he buried himself in his 
arm-chair. 

At one o'clock precisely, the magnifi- 
cently-horsed and handsome barouche of 
Lady Lavender droye up to Lady Mary 
Slyfox's. 

"I am come, my dear," said Lady 
Lavender on enteringher friend's boudoir, 
" to take you to see poor Charlie Thornhill, 
that is the object of my early visit to you." 

" I will go with pleasure," returned the 
other. " Poor fello w, I shall be delighted 
to see him again; I will dress at once, 
then we will have some luncheon and 
start immediately after." 

"Mary," said Lady Lavender, "have 
you ever noticed Miss Sprightly ?" 

" Yes," replied the other, " I have offcen 
remarked her, a very fine stylish-looking 
girl, rides beautifuUy, and extremely lady- 
like.'' 

" Yes," said Lady Lavender, " I think 
she is ali that, she seems well-mannered, 

VOL. IL D 
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as does her motber. I bave an idea, and 
that is that Lord Vemefast is smitten 
with ber." 

" How very singular !'' remarked the 
otber, ^^ I bave come te tbe same con- 
clusion, but we sball meet tbem at tbe 
Turtlefats, and tben we sball be able to 
judge if our surmises are correct." 

Tbey were alluding to tbe dinner we 
bave already spoken of, and wbere Lord 
Vórriefast would bave proposed to Bessy 
if be bad not been interrupted. 

Tbey were sadly sbocked at bebolding 
tbe wreck of tbe once bandsome Cbarlie 
Tbornbill, tbougb mucb stronger, be was 
fearfuUy emaciated, and tbe least tbing 
soeraed to excite and unnerve bim. 

His oousin Mary was reading to bim as 
the ladies entered, but be was in a sort of 
fitful doze, and hardly seemed to know 
that strangers were in tbe room till he 
was tapped on tbe sboulder by bis old 
nurse. 

" Master Charles," said she softly, bend- 
ing over bim, " ladies bave come to see 
you — you are not asleep, are you ? Miss 
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Mary has been reading to you this ever 
so long." 

The young man smiled languidly as 
they approaclied, and held out his thin 
wasted band, more like a skeleton's than 
anything else — so white and ghastly did he 
look, and so changed with his beard and 
moustache shaved off, and his hair cropped 
dose, that neither of the ladies recognised 
him. 

" My poor fellow," said Lady Lavender 
speaking first, " you do indeed look ili." 

As for Lady Mary she was speechless, 
never before having been in a sick room. 

" Nurse," she said, drawing the old 
woman aside, " do you think he possibly 
can live? How fearfuUy ili he looks," 
tears were in her eyes as she asked the 
question. 

"Yes, Miss, my Lady, I mean, he is 
far better and stronger to what he was ; 
you should have seen him a fortnight ago." 

^* I am glad. Nurse, I did not." 

It was not one of the invalid's strong 
days, for the weather was cold ; so after a 
few minutes' conversation with him (for 

D 2 
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t.hoy saw ho was fatigued and tired) they 
look thoir loavo. 

•* 1 CJvn lìcver," said Lady Mary, enter- 
\ì\g tho Ortrriajfe, " speak to those two men 
ajjaiiì, (alliidiiìg to Brag and Turtlefat), I 
«in t.haiìkful though tbat this fearfiil acci- 
ììowt has for over shut them out from 
boing again askcnì to any shooting parties." 

'* It might have been Lavender's or 
your hudband's fato," remarked her friend, 
" bad as it ìs, I am glad it is no worse. 
Toor Mary loo sseonis wom out and cast 
down ; how trulv Lord Lavender said this 
ìuornìug» what misery the carelessness of 
thoàe two raon had caused, and Mary 
Thornhill is stili moro wretched because — " 
here the lady hesitaied. 

** Because what r** askod her friend. 

" Beoause/* said Lady Lavender, slowly, 
and verv distinetlv, " bocause she sees the 
man she loves is at death's door." 

The quick ève of her Ladyship had de- 
tected what the other had tailed to dis- 
eover, 

Colonel Downey was l'emarkably spruce 
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in bis blue buttoned-up frock-coat, grey 
trousers, lavender kids, and shiny "Lin- 
coln and Bennett." He was, as bis friend 
Rasper remarked, got up witbin an inch 
of bis life. 

" Then you are really going in for it ?" 
demanded the Major. 

" Like a bird," gaily replied the Colonel, 
" Tm about the ticket, the correct card, 
ain't I ?" 

" You look as beaming as the morning 
sun, Downey, you could not be better; 
but you've stuck on the fluid though rather 
too thick, the whiskers and moustache have 
too much of the beet-root and pickled 
cabbage look about them." 

" No, have they ?" said the Colonel, 
" l'U soon rectify that, pass them through 
the lead comb," and he rushed from 
the room. 

"How do they look now ?" he asked, as 
he re-entered the room a few minutes after. 

" Ah ! that's more the thing, Downey, 
you must pitch it in strong ; don't make 
the running too heavy at first, you must 
hold hard for your second borse, your 
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second wind I mean — do you know ber 
pretty well ?" 

"Well, yes, middling. Rasper; always 
talk when we meet, shake hands and ali 
that sort of thing ; I say, do you think a 
glass of cherry-brandy would do me any 
barm ? just to keep my pluck up you 
know." 

" Do you ali the good in the world, 
Downey/' and the cherry-brandy was 
tossed oflf. 

"Now mind," said the Major, as bis 
friend rode away on Mr. Spavin's valuable 
* Jim Crow,' " this is the advice I am 
giving you at starting, don't cut out the 
running too strong at first, keep your 
borse, I mean yourself well in band ; don't 
orane, look well before you, come with a 
rush at the finish, and nail ber on the 
post ; and be sure you don't use whip or 
spur till the last moment, they won't stand 
the latchfords, good-bye, and good luck, 
old chap," and the Major sauntered away 
to the stables. 

The Colonel was not comfortable as 
be rode away, bis coat was tight and bis 
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neck-doth too stiff ; bat hia uose was what 
he dieaded tlie most, the wìnd was cold, 
woold the cherry-brandy give it more 
oolour than usuai ? So he held it in his 
hand as he went along, which was not 
oonvenient, for *Jun Crow' was fresh 
and polled a httle; so altogether the 
Colonel's ride was not a pleasant one. 

Bessy Sprightly had gene out for a long 
walk that aftemoon, as she could turn 
matters over in her mind much better by 
herself, than she could in the company of 
her mother. 

•*What on earth," she soliloquised to 
herseU, '' will become of mamma when I 
am marrìed ? she will be wretched alone, 
it would never do to bave her living in the 
house with us, even if he were to allow it 
(by the he, she alluded to Lord Venie- 
fast) which I am sure he would not ; be- 
sides it would never answer, mothers 
in their marrìed children's houses are 
a mistake. No, mamma can only come and 
visit US now and then, that way, no dis- 
cord or seeds of dissension will be sown." 

She wandered about and cogitated so 
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long that it was nearly dinner-time before 
she got home ; but running quickly up into 
ber room and dressing, for they dined at 
fivo in the winter, she was down before it 
was announced. 

Mamma Sprightly looked singularly 
olated ali dinner-time, and in much better 
spirits than her daughter had seen her for 
some time, which Bessy attributed to the 
news she had imparted to her mother in the 
raorning. Mamma then took a turn at the 
pathetio and alluded eagerly to "lonely 
hoarts," hummed snatches of " You'U re- 
mombor me ;" " We may be happy yet," 
and so on, and so excited was she, that 
lior daughter could hardly make her 
out. 

" Why, what on earth is the matter with 
you, mamma, to-night ? you seem quite 
beside yourself." 

** Oh, my darling girl, you bave made 
me so happy by what you told me this 
morning; do you — do you really think 
Lord Verriefast will propose ?" 

"Just as surely as you sit there, 
mamma." 



WON IN A CANTER. 41 

" And when do you think you will be 
married ?" asked her mother. 

" I really cannot say, mamma, he has 
not even proposed yet, but that I know 
will come ; but when I am to be married 
I cannot possibly teli you, you do not 
expect me, when I am engaged, to say I 
must be married on such a particular day." 

" Oh ! of course not, my love," re- 
turned her mother, "I only meant — in 
fact I should like to know, because — " 
added the widow, with increasing con- 
fusion. 

" Because what, mamma ?" 

*' Because, my dear, I am going to be 
married myself." 

" What 1" exclaimed her daughter, start- 
ing back, " married ! you going to be 
married, mamma — who to? Not to that 
wretched DuflFer, I hope, or Bluster ?" 
she added, " but are you joking, mamma ?" 

" I hope, Bessy," said the widow, 
bristling up, " there is nothing extraordi- 
nary in my being married — it is not to 
either of the gentlemen you have men- 
tioned ; but I only wished to know when 
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you are likely to be settled, because I am 
to be in a month or six weeks, and I don't 
wish to put it off." 

" But who are you going to be married 
to ?" demanded ber daughter. 

" To an officer and a gentleman, Bessy, 
Colonel Downey!" 

" The man with the nose !" ejaculated 
the young lady. 

" Bessy," said ber mother, loftily, 
" never dare make such a remark again." 

"I beg your pardon, mamma, dear," 
replied her daughter, " I wish you every 
happiness, I am sure (kissing her) but he 
has such a nose." 

** What on earth can there be in this 
Yorkshire air ?" she asked herself, as she 
was undressing for bed, " every one seems 
to be in love. I suppose hunting-men 
have little else to think of, fancy mamma, 
too, and the man with the nose. Ah 
well ! it is the best thing she could have 
done. Now my mind is easy ; what order 
the Colonel will be kept in though — he 
little knows mamma." 



CHAPTER III. 



FEBN GOESE. 



The Meei at Fem Gorse was a favourite 
one of the Wareheel hunt, situateci in 
the heart of their best country, and was 
never known to be drawn blank. 

It was not only a favourite meet of the 
gentlemen, but of the ladies also, for it 
was a fine open country, with large grass 
pastures, and those seated in their car- 
riages could view the hunt for a long 
way. 

Whichever way the fox broke, both 
equestrians, pedestrians, and those in their 
carriages could have an uninterrupted 
view. 

Fern Gorse was a fine holding covert 
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f or a fox, about forty acres of furze and 
fern intermingled. 

One fine mild morning, about a week 
or ten days after the Turtlefats' dinner 
party, old John was jogging along with 
his hounds, the two under-whips in his 
rear ready to ride down and doublé thong 
any of the rioters. 

Horses were being led along by their 
respective grooms, hooded and clothed, 
and the neat got-up second horsemen were 
enjoying their morning pipes, now that 
they were away from their master* s eye 
and that of the stud-groom. 

Carriages, too, were wending their way 
towards the scene of action. In a high 
dog-cart driven by Shirkington Buffer, sat 
his friend Bluster. 

" I think you ought to admit, Shirking- 
ton," said the Captain, " that I can see a 
little further ahead than you can— did I 
not teli you that Bessy Sprightly would 
be Lady Verriefast ?" 

It was known to ali that the nobleman 
had proposed and was accepted. 

*'Well, Bluster, I believe you did say 
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something of the sort ; who on eartli would 
have thought Verrief ast could bave been 
such an infernal fool ?" 

" I don't see anything foolish in it at ali ; 
you only say so because she refused you, 
and you are knocked out of time — she is a 
very pretty, nice girl, and I admire his 
choice." 

"I know I was refused," said Buffer 
sulkily, *' and so were you ; but l'U pay her 
out, I shall cut her dead." 

" The more fool you," repliedhis friend, 
" cut her because she would not have 
you ? absurd ! I shall be just as friendly 
with her as ever ; why man, by doing that, 
you would ouly be showing people how 
annoyed you are." 

" Well, Bluster, you do as you like, 
so shall I," and he relapsed into si- 
lence. 

There was another carriage not far be- 
hind them, which contained old Mr. Thorn- 
hill, in his pink, his daughter Mary, who 
was also going to have a day with the 
hounds, and beside her sat, well wrapped 
up with rugs and cushions around him. 
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Charlie Thornhill, it was bis first ap- 
pearance in public. 

Shirkington and his friend preaently 
overtook their quondam stud-groom, Mr. 
Pastern, riding Bessy Sprightly's old 
hunter, and leading an exceedingly hand- 
some grey, who was fitted with a bran 
new side-saddle, and ali the paraphernalia 
requisite for a hunting lady. 

Pastern was smoking a short day pipe 
and looking the picture of ease and in- 
dependence. This morning he was more 
than usually gracious in his demeanour 
to his old masters. 

"Good morning, gentlemen," said he, 
taking his pipe out of his mouth, putting 
it in his pocket, and touching his hat 
deferentially, for his young mistress's 
warning had had a somewhat beneficiai 
effect on the groom, '* nice 'unting morning 
this." 

" Very, Pastern, very," replied Bluster, 
" pray whose grey horse is that you are 
leading, a very fine animai indeed." 

" It's my mistress's, Lady Verriefast ; 
leastways, my Lady that is to be, a present 
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from his Lordship, and considered the 
finest lady's 'unter in Yorkshire." 

" In — deed/' remarked Shirkington, 
"youmay think so, but Miss Thornhiirs 
chestnut torse * Sultan ' would give him 
a stone and a beating any where ; don't see 
anything in him." 

" Eeally, Sir ; really, I don't pretend to 
dictate to a gentleman of your experience 
(this he said in the most impudent manner 
possible) but my 'pinion is, he's got the 
legs of the 'unt, and will shew them the 
way," (he would like to have added 
"shew you the way," but remembering 
his mistress's warning, kept a silent 
tongue.) 

** Oh, dear no," said Shirkington, " your 
mistress can't hold a candle to Miss 
Thornhill across country." 

" Ah, you jealous beggar," muttered Mr. 
Pastem to himself as they drove off, 
"you're bowled out you carroty-poUed snob. 
I wonder," continued Mr. Pastern to him- 
self, " that a stud-grum like me ever took 
service under such a hass as you." 

Such a number of horsemen and car- 
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riages had not been seen at Fern Gorse 
that season. 

Drawn up by the sigD-post was the 
Master and his hounds ; Lady Mary Slyfox 
was there, Lady Lavender, Lady Turtle- 
fat and many others of the neighbouring 
gentry, Miss Dutchbild was also present, 
and mounted on a useful-looking new bay 
hunter. 

Bessy Sprightly had driven her mamma 
in the pony-carriage, and young Turtlefat 
had also on this morning put in an appear- 
ance, Colonel Downey was also grand in 
a bran-new pink, on the priceless " Jim 
Crow.'' 

Great was the rush when the Squire of 
Linden Hall drove up, for ali were anxious 
to say a kind word to Charhe Thornhill. 

"My poor dear boy," said the old 
Master of the hounds, " I am truly de- 
lighted to see you out again; would to 
God you were in the pig-skin, and taking 
your usuai place in a run.** 

Mary Thornhill was now mounted, and 
talking to young Turtlefat. Lord Verrie- 
fast had given Bessy Sprightly a lift on to 
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her new borse, the Colonel was doing the 
arnìable to his affiancée ; and Charlie 
Thornhill had been shifted into the car- 
riage of Lady Lavender, Lady Mary had 
joined her, so they were a trio by them- 
selves. 

Mrs. AUsnob was present, as was her 
husband and brother. 

Charlie Thornhill sighed as he saw the 
hounds, in obedience to a wave from Mr. 
Conyers' arm, rush into the covert, and 
thought how much he should like to be 
mounted and in for a galop. 

" Don't sigh in that melancholy way, 
Charhe," exclaimed Lady Lavender, " we 
know what you are longing for, but yoii 
must have patience, look ! there goes the 
fox," she uttered, pointing to an old 
ruddy fox, with a white tag to his brush, 
who had broken not a hundred yards from 
where they were. He well knew the 
hounds, and was fuUy aware that his 
only chance for life was a quick exit from 
the cover ; he had beaten them some two 
or three times before by this manoeuvre, 
and hoped to do it again. 

VOL. II. E 
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Charlie gave a weak 'Hally ho," but 
feeble as it was the Master heard it and 
was soon in the open, and sounding Jiis 
horn, the hounds were quickly out of 
cover and on the line of their fox. 

" Oh, how beautiful," exclaimed Lady 
Lavender, pointing towards the fast re- 
ceding field, *'but look at the ladies, 
they are ali in a cluster. Let us go on 
towards the hill, we shall have a better 
view there." 

" Quite right, Lady Mary," said Charlie, 
**our foxes seldom care about wind 
here, the vale foxes, as a rule, point 
for the hills, and the hill foxes take to the 
vale." 

But good position as they had taken up, 
the hunt was soon out of view, and the 
carriage was turned to take the invalid 
back. 

On the road they met Mrs. Sprightly, 
who was driving home in solitary gran- 
deur, Mr. Pastern having received orders 
to ride to points in case his young mis- 
tress should want her second borse, so 
the widow was feign to return alone. 
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Never had the Wareheel hounds carried 
a better head than they did on this day, 
mila after mile is passed, and stili no sign 
of a check ; men are eagerly looking out 
for their second horse, and nursing their 
tired hunters over the deep fallows and 
^heavy holding ground. 

Mary Thornhill has already pumped 
* Sultan/ so has Miss Sprightly her new 
grey ; poor Miss Dutchbild is again hope- 
lessly in the rear, the bay is blowing like 
a grampus, for he is not up to the welter 
weight in such a severe burst as this. 

One alone holds her own, and that is 
Mrs. AUsnob, virhose superior knowledge 
has enabled her to steal a march over the 
other ladies. 

" There will be a check soon," the 
Master observed to his first whip, as he 
remarked the crows circling above a large 
field in which were some two or three 
hundred sheep who virere looking puzzled 
and frightened, " he's gone right through 
the muttons, we shall throw up there for 
a guinea." And his words came true. 

Here Bessy Sprightly got her second 
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borse; for Mr. Pastern, notwitbstanding 
ali bis drinking and impudence, was up to 
bis business and nicked in at tbe exact in- 
stant, as did many otbers ; but tbey little 
knew bow iitterly useless tbeir second 
borses would be to tbem. 

" * Brilliant,' bas bit it off!" exclaimedr 
the old Master entbusiastically, as he saw 
one of bis favourites feathering under 
the bedge-row, and tbrowing up ber head 
and giving tongue, was off like a rocket, 
tbe eager pack rushing and taking up tbe 
scent. 

But as ali were intent on tbe beautiful 
and faultless working of tbe hounds, none 
saw that ominous white cloud rolling to- 
wards tbem, and which ali, unconsciously, 
ride into, one of those tbick yellow, greasy 
stifling fogs our climate is so subject to. 

Mr. Thornhill vainly endeavoured to 
find bis daughter, bis daughter bina; 
people were board calling each other in 
the distance, but Mary wbo bad been 
riding well up to the hounds, and some 
way in advance of most of the otbers, was 
quickly lost; and instead of foUowing, 
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as she thought, the line of the hunt, was 
going exactly opposite to it, but presently 
gettiDg into a lane, she thought by fol- 
lo wing it she might come to some sign- 
post which would direct her towards 
home. But this was not to be, she rode 
and rode for an hour or more, little know- 
ing, poor girl, that she was retracing her 
steps over and over again ; she was getting 
to be somewhat nervous, wet, and cold, 
even her gallant hunter dropped his ears 
and tail, and was shivering ali over. Of 
a sudden a gigantic horse and figure 
appeared dose by her, and which proved 
to be the illustrious Mr. John Turtlefat, 
lost like herself, and endeavouring to find 
his way home. 

" God bless my soul !" exclaimed the 
pasty-faced looking gentleman, who was 
wet and shivering, with drops of water 
hanging from whiskers and hair, " Who 
the deuce would have thought of meeting 
you here ? Where the hounds are I have 
not the slightest conception ; I have been 
lost for this hour or more, but one can 
neither see nor hear in this horrible fog. 
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which makes one's horses look as big as eie- 
phants. I am drenched through and so must 
you be. May I offer you some cherry brandy 
from my flask ?" producing a huge horn 
from his saddle-bow. " It's real Kentish, 
some of my Governor's old particular. 
No? Then Vìi take some myself." He 
seemed to bave been at it pretty often 
already, for his face was flushed, and bis 
eyes duU and watery, suiting the action 
to the word, he tossed off the remainder, 
and restored the flask to its receptacle. 

'* It is now just half-past two," saidhe, 
looking at his watch. " I am sure I ha ve 
not the remo test idea where we are, but 
we must be some ten miles from home." 

" Poor papa will be so anxious," ex- 
claimed his companion, " suppose, Mr. 
Turtlefat, we foUow this road." 

They rode along for some time in silence, 
the lady not courting conversation, for she 
did not like her companion, and the gentle- 
man evidently too timid to commence it. 

At last, plucking up courage, for he saw 
it was useless waiting for the lady to begin, 
said, " My father. Miss Thornhill, is going 
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to allow me two thousand a year when I 
marry, very handsome of him, is it not ?" 

" Very," returned the lady shortly. 

**That," coutiniied the young mao, 
" with the five hundred a year I have of 
my own that my aunt left me, will make 
a deuced good ÌDcome, quite enough to 
keep a wife on." 

" That entirely depends," replied Mary, 
" what sort of an establishment you intend 
keeping/' She saw what was coming and 
determined, if possible, to nip it in the 
bud* " It would not keep hunters, a house 
in town, and ali that sort of thing ; now, 
if I," continued the young lady, with 
attempted gaiety, " were to marry, I should 
expect ali this." Poor girl, by this little 
speech she fondly imagined she had settled 
her companion, but she little knew Mr. 
John Turtlefat. 

" Oh, don't say so, Miss Thornhill, you 
know — that is — 1 have long wished for 
this opportunity ; you have not the smallest 
conception how much I admire you — love 
you, nothing would please my father and 
mother better than to know I had succeeded 
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in gainÌDg your esteem — your affection. 
May I/' continued he, drawing closer to 
her side, "tellthem I bave succeeded in 
the object of my greatest ambition ?" but 
seeing that she did not reply — for she was 
too much surprised to do so and had 
no idea the timid young man could come 
out so strong — drew stili nearer, " Mary, 
Miss Thomhill, answer me." 

"I am Bure, Mr. Turtlefat," said the 
young lady at length, finding her voice, 
" that I have never given you any reason 
to suppose that I liked you better than 
anyone else, or that you should address 
me in this way." 

"That," interrupted the young man, 
somewhat rudely, "is no answer," his 
face was very flushed now, and his voice 
thick, " I must have an answer, yes orno, 
you have given me every encouragement." 

"What! Siri" said Mary, indignantly, 
drawing herself up haughtily, " of ali 
gentlemen of my acquaintance, you are 
the least I have e ver given any encourage- 
ment to ; my answer to your addresses is 
no, most emphatically, no ! I will now, 
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with your permission, ride on by myself." 
" Damn it ! I say, Miss Thornhill, you 
know this won't do, I am not to be stove 
off in this manner ; I see, it*s your beggarly 
cousin your head is running after." 

** Would you dare teli him so ?" said the 
girl, looking full upon him with withering 
scorn, *' would you dare teli him so, or 
any other gentleman. Let me pass, Sir, 
and take your hand from my bridle-rein, 
and uever presume under any circumstances 
to address me again." 

" By God ! we part not thus," furiously 
ejaculated the gentleman, maddened by 
drink and disappointment, " FU have, yes, 
by jingo, l'il have a kiss," and he at- 
tempted to grasp the frightened girl ; but 
before he could put his drunken threatinto 
execution, a blow of a whip, dealt with no 
gentle hand, drove his hat over his eyes, 
and a voice exclaimed, '* You paltry 
cowardly wretch, how dare you treat any 
lady in this dastardly manner ? Never 
mind. Miss Thornhill, although I am only 
a girl I will not see you insulted in this 
brutal manner." 
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Mary Thornhill looked up, and saw in 
ber deliverer, Bessy Sprightly, -whose eyes 
were flashing with anger and indignation^ 
and ber whole body quivering witb pas- 
sion. 

"Dare to say anotber word, Sir," sbe 
exclaimed, standing up in ber stirrup, and 
grasping ber bunting drop as if sbe were 
a dragoon going to cut one down from 
cbin to cbine, " and I will give you tbe 
butt end of my wbip, wbicb will possìbly 
do you a little more damage ; come, Miss 
Tbornbill," sbe added, " I know tbe road 
and will see you bome." 

" Ob I ab, yes, devilisb fine," said tbe balf 
drunken gentleman, " go on by ali means, 
you'll bave your tale, so will I mine — wbo 
tbe devll's afraid ?" clutcbing at bis saddle 
for be was nearly falling off. " l'm cut, 
a deuced fine mess l've made of it ; never 
mind, wbat's tbe odds, I am Jobn Turtle- 
fat, I am, and don't care a damn for any- 
body." 

"Do not be afraid. Miss Tbornbill," 
said Bessy, kindly seeing tbat ber com- 
panion's eyes were filled witb tears, and 
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she was trembling violently, " I know the 
road perfectly well ; and will, if you will 
permit me, see you home." 

"A thousand thanks, Miss Sprightly, 
for your kindness, but I have been so 
insulted that I hardly — hardly know what 
to say, or how to thank you," and she 
burst into a flood of tears. 

" Never mind," said Bessy, gallantly, 
" we shall soon be home ; we cannot canter 
along for the fog is too thick, but we will 
trot gently on, and forty minutes will see 
you at Linden Hall." 

True to her word, forty minutes saw 
them at the hall ; there was no occasion 
to ring, for the door was open, and voices 
were heard in the inside. 

" Oh ! there is papa's voice," exclaimed 
Mary joyfuUy, as she jumped f rom Sultan's 
back without the sHghtest assistance, and 
giving the reins of her horse to her com- 
panion, ran nimbly up the steps. 

** My darling girl !" said the old gentle- 
man. 

** Never mind, papa dear. Miss Sprightly 
has brought me home ; I will explain ali 
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presently, run down and help her off her 
borse, and send someone for them." 

" God bless mv soul ! Miss Sprightly." 
exclaimed the old gentleman, " you don't 
say so ? I bave been frigbtened to deatb 
about you, and was just sending off every- 
one I could get hold of. My dear young 
lady," said tbe warra-hearted old man, 
approacbing Bessy, wbo sat sbivering on 
ber borse, and bolding tbe rein of Sultan, 
'* tbis is truly kind of you, to see my poor 
girl home, bere — " to one of the men wbo 
approached — " take these borses round and 
see that they are properly done. Is your 
borse," he continued, "accustomed to a 
stali or loose box ?" 

" Oh, do not bave bim unsaddled, Mr. 
Thornhill, I shall want bim again directly, 
for mamma will be dreadfuUy frigbtened 
at my being absent so long." 

" Nonsenso, young lady, you will dine 
and stay bere tbis evening with Mary. I 
am just going to send one of the men off 
in the tax-cart to Mrs. Sprightly for your 
things, and I daresay you will like to 
despatch a note to your mamma at the 
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same time/' and giving his arni, and with- 
out allowing her time to reply, led her up 
the steps to where his daughter wa3 
waiting to receive her. 

" Papa," said Mary, ** come with me and 
Miss Sprightly into your study, I have 
somethingto tellyou. Mr. John Turtlefat," 
she continued, as they entered her father's 
sanctum, " has been most insolent and 
rude towards me, meeting him in the fog 
as I was endeavouring to find my way 
home ; first of ali he proposed to me, and on 
my refusing him, was most violent and 
offensive, and finished up," here her face 
flushed with anger, " by attempting to 
kiss me — the only excuse for him was 
that he was half tipsy. Miss Sprightly, 
fortunately coming up at thè moment, 
gave him such a blow with her hunting- 
whip that he will not forget it for some 
time." 

" What !" interrupted her father, clench- 
ing his hands tightly, " do you mean to 
teli me, that John Turtlefat, or anyone 
calling himself a gentleman could be guilty 
of such a dastardly act, and towards an 
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unprotected girl too, I am indeed, Miss 
Sprightly, truly grateful to you, I will 
consider over this matter," said the old 
gentleman, sternly, " and reflect well 
before I act. Take Miss Sprightly to' 
your room, Mary, she will dine and stay 
the night here. I am just going to send 
for her things, and she wants to write a 
note to her mamma." 

" This is kind and good of you, I am 
so glad," said Mary, as she linked her arm 
into that of her new found friend's, and 
led her to her boudoir. 

Mr. Thornhillsat ruminating in his arm- 
chair, he was exceedingly angry, and more 
moved than he chose to show. Such an 
insult as his darling daughter had received 
could not be passed over ; but he deter- 
mined that his nephew should know 
nothing about it. because he felt certain 
that as soon as he was able, Charlie would 
horsewhip Mr. John Turtlefat. 

As he was cogitating as to the best 
course to pursue, his man brought him a 
note with the Turtlefat crest. 

*' Ah," mused the old gentleman, as he 
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brok© the seal soraewhat hastily, " here is 
an apology," opening the letter. 
The contents were as follow, 

« Dear Sir. 

"My son John has just informed me 
that, whilst showing your daughter home 
this afternoon, he did her the great hon-» 
our of offering her his hand, and which 
he felt he was justified in doing after 
the marked preference Miss Thornhill has 
shown him on many occasions, and which 
he did with my perfect conciarrence. 

" Miss Thornhill not only ref used him in 
a most unceremonious and unfeehng man- 
ner, but a young person, by the name of 
Sprightly, so far forgot herself as a lady 
as to strike my son with her whip. I 
need hardly say that after such an occur- 
rence our families can no longer be on 
terras of intimacy. 

" I am, 

" Yours obediently, 

*' TURBIT TURTLEPAT." 
Carvier Hall, Wednesday evening." 

The old gentleman's face turned deadly 
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pale as he read this insolent epistle. He 
stood ruminating before the fire for a 
few moment s with the open letter in his 
hand, and then sat calmly down at his 
writing table, and indited the following. 

" Mr. Thornhill, in answer to Sir Turbit 
Turtlefat's note just received, begs to say 
that he totally denies Miss Thornhill ever 
having shown Mr. John Turtlefat any 
preference. 

** Mr. Thornhill also happens to know 
that his daughter would never have accepted 
Mr. Turtlefat/ or would Mr. Thornhill ever 
have sanctioned such a proceeding ; and he 
is not aware that it is usuai for persons, 
calling themselves gentlemen, to take such 
liberties as Mr. John Turtlefat endeavoured 
to do towards an unprotected girl whom 
he was bound by every tie of honourable 
feeling, under the circumstances, to have 
treated with the utmost courtesy. 

" Sir Turbit Turtlefat has only antici- 
pated Mr. Thornhill in stating that their 
families can no longer be on terms of 
intimacy. 

^'Mr. Thornhill, in conclusion, begs to 
say that he honours the young lady who 
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80 courageously ]took bis daughter's part, 
aod as the affair is sure to be bruited 
about, though by no means of Mr. Thorn- 
hill, he thinks it would be batter if Mr. 
John Turtlefat, for his own sake, were to 
absent hiraself from the neighbourhood for 
some time at least." 

" Linden Hall, Wednesday evening." 

This note he dispatched by one of his 
servants, and when his daughter and her 
friend made their appearance some hour 
and a half afterwards, he had quite re- 
covered his temper and usuai serenity. 

" Mary," he said, " Sir Turbit has 
written to me, and he has my answer. 
Never let us allude to this painful subject 
again, but you will understand that we 
are not even now on bowing terms. Miss 
Sprightly," he added, '* though it will not 
be Miss Sprightly long," looking slyly at 
her, " you and my daughter must for the 
future be the greatest friends, and I shall," 
he continued, " with your mamma's permis- 
sion — that is, if she has no one better, 
when the day arrives, give you away." 

VOL. II. P 



CHAPTER IV. 



THE PRTOE OF A KISS. 



The same evenìng a gentleman was 
walking along smoking a cigar, and en- 
deavouring to find his way to Farmer 
Peastraw's. Shirkington Duffer having 
dined, and left his friend Bluster asleep as 
usuai, thought he could do no better than 
spend a couple of hours at the worthy 
yeoman's, and relate some of his astound- 
ing adventures. Walking along in the 
darkness and fog he nearly ran against 
someone. 

" If you please, Mr. Duffer," said a voice, 
" do teli me the way to the cottage." 

" Cottage ! what cottage ?" replied the 
gentleman, for it was so dark that he could 
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not discover through the thick veil who 
the speaker was. 

"J am, Alice, Sir, you know, Miss 
Sprightly's maid ; my young lady is dining 
and sleepiDg at Squire Thornhill's, so I 
went to see a friend, and now for the life 
of me I cannot find my way home again." 

" Your mistress at Linden Hall ? the 
devil she is, how did that come about ? I 
was not aware she knew Miss Thornhill." 

" They made acquaintance to-day, Sir, 
the Squire's daughter was lost in the fog, 
and my young lady showed her the way 
home." 

" Well then, I will show you your way, 
I have nothing to do, and I want to speak 
to you. I suppose," he continued, after 
they had walked a few paces in silence, 
•*now that your mistress is going to be 
Lady Verriefast, that she will not require 
your Services much longer ?" 

" She has not exactly told me so, Sir," 
replied the girl, *' but she has hinted as 
much ; she will wan£ someone grander than 
me now, she will require a French lady's- 
maid, one who can dress her hair in the 

F 2 
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newest fashion ; as for Madam, ber mothor, 
I would not remain with her now she is 
going to be married to the Colonel — but 
I can find plenty of places." 

" Of coiirse you can," said Shirkington, 
" a pretty girl like you need never go 
begging for a place." 

Alice Lee was exceedingly nice-looking, 
and knew it. 

Shirkington after a short pause, said, 
*' Alice, do you want to make a fiver ?" 

" A fiver, Sir ! what's that ?" 

" Why, five pounds to be sure, five 
sovereigns you know." 

" Of course I should, Mr. Shirkington, 
but how is it to be done ?" 

**Basily enough, don't you think you 
could let me put my arm round your waist, 
and give you a kiss for a fiver ?" 

** Sir — Mr. Shirkington ! if you attempt 
to do such a thing ! but you'd better not." 

** You stupid little idiot, I don't mean 
now, it is a pian I have got in my head ; 
but I see I must explain. Will you promise 
me never to divulge a word of what I am 
going to teli you ?" 
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"Never, Sir; on my word of honour, 
, l'U never reveal a word," her woman's 
curiosity had got the better ofher, andshe 
was ready to swear to aDything. 

" Well," commenced Shirkington, " you 
know how Bessy — Miss Sprightly, I 
mean ?" 

" Oh I yes, Sir," replied the girl, " she 
refused you." 

" Just so," said Shirkington, " and ac- 
cepted that fellow Lord Verriefast." 

" Yes, Sir, but it was not a very bad 
exchange, was it ? at least," she added, a 
little confusedly, " in point of money, I 
mean." 

" Damnher !" said Shirkington, savagely, 
" I had plenty, over two thousand a year, 
and I daresay that fellow has not three 
hundred he can cali his own. Now I want 
to givo Miss Bessy a turn ; to-morrow is a 
non-huntingday, and I know that Verriefast 
is going to dine with Lord Lavender at 
half-past seven ; now what I want you to 
do to-morrow is this, at half pastfour o'clock, 
it will be nearly dark then, you meet me at 
the stile down the road there, but you 
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must put on your mistress's hat and her 
crimson waterproof cloak. I shall get a 
note conveved to Lord Verrìefast, who 
will be suro to pass at thàt time, and when 
I feel certain he has spotted us, I shall 
put my arm round your waist and kìss 
you — I won't do it in reality if you don't 
like ; now if you will do ali I will teli you, 
I will givo you a sovereign now on ac- 
count." 

" Very well, Sir, I will do it to oblìge 
you, but I shall run a dreadful risk," 
putting the sovereign that Shirkington had 
given her into her pocket, " but you must 
give me five pounds to-morrow, and you 
may have the kiss in reality." 

" Very well," said Shirkington, " mind 
to-morrow, wet or fine, a little before four ; 
now, good-night, go straight ahead and 
you can't miss your way." 

It being a non-hunting day, the foUow- 
ing morning Lord Verriefast was some- 
what late to breakfast, so he did not open 
his letter-bag till after he had finished his 
meal, then seating himself in his arm- 
ohair, and lighting a cigar, commenced to 
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wade through its contents. At last he 
carne on a letter with the address written 
in a somewhat cramped hand. 

" Who the deuce is this from ?" he 
muttered, as he opened it. His Lordship 
seemed rather surprised at its contents. 

" Good God !" he exclaimed at last, 
jumping up considerably excited, "it is 
incredible, I can hardly beUeve it." 

The note which had so put him out 
ran thus : 

"My Lord, 
**Tou are, I beKeve, engaged to be 
married to a Miss Sprightly ; do you know 
anything about her? I think not. Per- 
haps you are not aware that she was for a 
long time the affianced of Mr. Shirkington 
Duffer, -whom you have doubtless met in 
the hunting-field, but she threw him over 
for you, knowing you were the bigger fish 
•—happy man. You are dining to-night 
with Lord Lavender, take the trouble to ride 
down the road past her mother's cottage, 
this evening about half past four, you will 
see a stile on the right hand side, look 
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down the footpath, and you will perceiva 
you are not the only one she favours with 
her smiles. A. coronet is worth angling for, 
but as there is many a slip between cup 
and the lip, the young lady very wisely 
thinks there is nothing like having two 
strings to her bow. 

" Yours, 

" A Feiend." 

" By jingo !" exclaimed his Lordship, 
putting the note carefuUy away in the 
breast pocket of his sporting coat, " it is 
a true bill; I am dining at La vender' s 
to-night, I do know very little about her, 
except that she is an exceedingly pretty 
lady-like girl, and that I am deuced spooney 
on her. Upon my soul I never liked any 
woman half so much ; as a point of honour 
I broke up the little establishment in St. 
John's Wood, and deuced expensive get 
out it was, so she can have nothing to say 
on that — I will forswear the whole sex 
from this time forth. TU telegraph to 
White at Cowes, and teli him to have the 
yacht put into commission immediately. 



WON IN A CANTER. 73 

and go for a cruise down the Mediterranean, 
I shall be in time yet to have a pot at the 
woodcocks. I never would have believed it 
of Bessy, but by G — I will see who this 
favoured swain is !" and he threw himself 
into his arm-chair again, and took up the 
Times^ which he soon cast down im- 
patiently. 

At half-past three o'clock precisely his 
Lordship's cob was brought round, which 
he mounted and rode quietly away across 
the park, but telling his man, previously to 
doing so, to have the dose carriage ready 
at a quarter before seven. 

At half past four o'clock, or a few minutes 
later, he passed the stile at a slow walk, and 
looking down the footpath which led from 
it, saw a sight which made his heart leap 
into his naouth. 

Although it was nearly dark, there was 
no mistaking Mr. Shirkington Duffer's 
figure or dress, and he was equally well 
acquainted with the waterproof and hat 
of Bessy. 

Mr. Duffer was walking slowly and 
deliberately along with his back towards 
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him, bis arm was round the young lady's 
waìst, but he presently stopped and de- 
liberately kissed her. 

" By heavens !" said the nobleman, as 
he turned his cob and rode rapidly away 
towards the cottage, *' I will go and wait 
for her coming home, she little thinks I 
bave seen ali ; how damned spooney they 
were, she will be rather astonished when 
I tax her with her perfidy, the infernal 
coquette, what an escape I bave had," 
and as he uttered this, he dismounted at 
the widow's cottage and rang the beli. 

" I rather think. Alice," said Shirking- 
ton, as they heard the borse canter away, 
" his Lordship has a pili that will disagree 
with his constitution, capitally managed 
was it not ?" 

" Very well so far," returned the girl, 
" if I am not found out, which I fear I 
shall be, and then what will become of 
me; you promised too only to kiss me 
once, and you bave kissed me at least a 
dozen times — there give me my money 
and let me go." 

"But you will meet me to-morrow at 
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five?" asked the young man, as he put 
five bright new sovereigns into her hand, 
** and teli me how ali has gone off, I will 
then give you another five." 

" Ali right," said the girl as she ran off, 
" I will be here at five." 

" Is Mrs. Sprightly at home ?" asked 
Lord Verriefast, as the servant opened 
the door. 

"Yes, Sir-7-my Lord," and the noble- 
man hitching the reins of his borse on to 
the rustie pales, entered the house and 
was ushered into the drawing-room. 

If his Lordship had been astonished that 
morning at receiving the anonymous com- 
munication, he was stili more astounded 
at seeing Bessy Sprightly quietly seated 
before the fire reading a novel. 

" Why, good God 1 Bessy — Miss 
Sprightly, what do I see ?" 

" What on earth. Lord Verriefast, is 
the mattar with you!" exclaimed the 
young lady, jumping up, "you are as 
white as a sheet." 

" Why — why," stammered the noble- 
man, "I bave just seen you, or your 
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ghost walking in the foot-path with Mr. 
Buffer, he had his arms round your waìst, 
and he — bv Juniter I vfts. h^ kissftd vou." 

" Are you mad. Lord Verriefast ? has 
any accident occurred ? what on earth do 
you mean?" she asked. 

" Tt could not be you, I know," stam- 
mered the bewildered gentleman, " you 
could not have had time to get home, but 
I could almost swear to your hat and 
cloak." 

" My hat and cloak !" returned the 
girl, *' why I have not been out of the 
house to-day ; but I will soon see if my 
things are in my room/' and she ran up- 
stairs. 

"Lord Verriefast," said she returning 
almost immediately, "my hat and cloak 
are gone ; I have rung for Alice, but she 
is not in the house." 

" Not in the house !" exclaimed the 
gentleman. " Then I have it, wait for a 
few minutes, and I will unravel this 
mystery," and taking np his hat he left 
the room, and sauntered out on the high- 
way. 
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He had not been there two minutes 
before a figure carne running towards him, 
dressed in the identical cloak and hat. 

"Miss Sprightly's maid, I believe?" 
said the nobleman stopping her, " and if 
I mistake not, dressed in her mistress's 
clothes." 

" Oh, my Lord ! for God's sake, forgive 
me ! do not teli on me, I have been very 
wicked and thoughtless I know, but I will 
explain ali." 

'* Oh, pray don't explain to me," re- 
turned he, "I have nothing to do with 
it," and he turned back, and entered the 
house. 

** My dear Bessy," he said, entering 
the room where the young lady sat 
anxiously waiting his arrivai, " I have 
been very much to blame for doubt- 
ing you, but I received this," putting 
the note he had got that morning into 
her hand, "which will explain alL I 
kept the appointment, and I was not mis- 
taken when I said your hat and cloak was 
in company with Mr. Duffer ; the fact is. 
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your girl Alice has given a rendezvous to 
the irresistible Mr. Buffer." 

" And darins: to wear ray clothes — T shall 
discharge her instantly." 

" No, I should not do that," said the 
gentleman musingly, " let me manage 
this for you. It strikes me I shall be able 
to get something out of her, for there is 
more in this than we know of." 

In ten minutes Alice was rang for. 

" Well, Alice," said her mistress laugh- 
ingly, as the girl made her appearance, " I 
hope you have had timo to fold up and 
put away my things tidily ; Lord Verrief ast 
has told me of your meeting with Mr. 
Duffer, and I shall thank you for the future 
to go in your clothes and not in mine." 

The maid here began to cry and sob. 

" It's no good crying, my girl," said the 
gentleman, "look here, teli me how it 
came you were walking with Mr. Duffer 
this evening — the whole truth, mind you, 
and I will engagé your mistress takes no 
further notice of it." 

Alice, emboldenedbythis assurance, told 
the entire story from beginning to end. 
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how she had met Buffer the previous even- 
ing, what he had asked her to do, what 
she had received, and what she was to 
receive the foUowing night. 

"As ill-planned and rascally a scheme 
as I ever heard of !" ejaeulated the noble- 
man, "look here, girl," continued he, 
*'you will not utter one word about ali 
this, you must keep your appointment to- 
morrow with the gentleman, but I will 
see you before then — you can go now." 

" Your old admirer, Bessy," said his 
Lordship, " seems to be a nice gentlemanly 
sort of fellow, I hardly know what to 
do, whether to horsewhip him, or treat 
it with silent contempt, but the latter 
course will be the best. I must be off now, 
for I ha ve but little time," and begging 
his future wife not to say a word about 
what had happened, took his departure. 

The following evening about half-past 
four Lord Verriefast was talking to Alice 
in the cottage dining-room. 

" Now, look here," said he producing 
a paper, " Mr. Buffer must sign this, but 
he must not see what is written on it, I 
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think it can be managed in this way. You 
must take this little ink-bottle, a pen, and 
a blank sheet of paper," and the noble- 
man in a low tone gave her some instruc- 
tions. 

At five o'clock the girl was at the stile, 
where the chivalrous Duffer was waiting 
for her. 

" Well, Alice, what news ?" 

" Very bad," said she, " everything is 
found out." 

" Good God !" exclaimed Duffer, " then 
I must bolt, the country will be too hot 
for me." 

** Do not be alarmed, Sir," replied the 
girl, " if you will do as I teli you, ali will 
be well. I must pretend that last night 
I was keeping an appointment with you, 
that you had sent me a note which I must 
show this evening as his Lordship is 
coming to the Cottage." 

** But how the deuce am I to write such 
a note ?" asked Shirkington, who was in 
a dreadful state of excitement at his paltry 
proceedings being discovered. 

" As easily as possible, Mr. Duffer, I 
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bave brought a sheet of paper, a book to 
write it OD, a pen, and a little bottle of 
ink, such as the tax-gatherers carry about 
with them ; I think you can see to do it." 

" What a girl you are !" exclaimed he, 
delightedly. " A capital head for business, 
I will write it on this gate bere," and he 
took hold of the pen, " now what had I 
better say ?" he continued, as he arranged 
the book and paper on the top of a gate, 
and dipped bis pen in the ink preparatory 
to commencing. 

" Let me see," said the girl pretending 
to think (she had got ber lesson by heart) 
*^you had better commence. * Alice.' " 

" Ali right," said DufFer, writing away, 
" go on." 

" * I wish you to meet me this evening at 
the stile, just below the cottage, at half 
past four o'clock, as I want you to do some- 
thing for me ; it is merely, if you can, to 
get my photograph out of Miss Sprightly's 
album, as I object to ber having anything 
of mine.' 

" There, that will do, will it not ? let 
me see that it is ali right, for it will not 
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do to bave any mistake. Hark !" said she, 
" there is some one coming," and she con- 
ceaJed the letter under her cloak, " take 
care of the hook," she added, " do not drop 
that or we shall be discovered, for Miss 
Sprightly's name is in it." 

"Ali right," whispered Shirkington, 
" it's too dark for any one now to know 
US," and they lounged carelessly away. 

A man presently passed them, who 
merely said, " good-night " and went on 
his way. 

" Good gracious !" said the girl in pre- 
tended alarm, " it's Pastern, your old ser- 
vant, he is suro to be back immediately ; 
bere, sign the letter whilst I hold the 
book up for you, and then let me run off, 
or we shall be found out, sign it bere — " 
pointing with her finger to the place where 
his signature was to go. " This will make 
it ali right," she remarked, as she put the 
letter in her pocket, " do not forget what 
you promised me, I am sure I bave worked 
hard enough for it, and bave incurred 
fearful risk." 

" There you are," said Shirkington, 
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giving her a note, " you're a brick, just 
one kiss — " he exclaimed, as he caught 
hold of her, " and then you shall go, but 
meet me here to-morrow at the same 
time." 

**Well, then take it quickly," holding 
up her cheek, and the next instant she was 
running towards her home, but only just 
in time to escape from Mr. Pastern, who 
passed Shirkington at a brisk walk, saying 
** good-night, Mr. Buffer, a cold night 
this, I think we are going to bave afrost." 

" Damn the fellow," muttered Shirking- 
ton, " he has spotted me ; I wonder if 
he knew the girl ?" 

**Well, Alice," said Lord Verriefast, 
as the maid entered the room where he 
was sitting with Mrs. and Miss Sprightly, 
" how bave you succeeded ?" 

" Famously, my Lord, and the right 
paper is signed." 

" Ah 1" said the gentleman, laughingly, 
as he glanced over them, closing the 
letters up in an envelope and giving it to 
her. " There, take care of that, they may 
be usefiil to you some of these days ; your 
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mistress has agreed that you shall remain 
with her, so mind there aro no more 
counter-plottings, or a word said on this 
subject." 

" But he wants me, ray Lord, to go to- 
morrow night and teli him how ali is 
ended." 

" Well do so," said he, putting some- 
thing into her hand, which was marvel- 
lously like paper, "be faithful to your 
mistress, she has forgiven you once at my 
suggestion, but recoUect she will not do 
so a second time." 

Shirkington went home remarkably 
pleased with himself at having concluded a 
very disagreeable matter so cleverly. 

" A deuced pretty, clever girl," he 
soliloquised, "far prettier than her mistress, 
I wonder 1^ never discovered it before, and 
what a head for business." 

Lord Verriefast rode towards home, 
also equally well -pleased at the disco very 
he had made, and the termination things 
had taken, and chuckled to himself at the 
nice trap he had set for Shirkington, and 
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how beautifuUy that gentleman had turabled 
into it. 

He was walking bis cob quietly along, 
smoking bis cigar, when be beard a borse * 
coming furiously towards bira. **Look out," 
be cried, as tbe unknown rider approacbed 
bim, " it's infernally dark, you'U be over 



me. 



"Are you tbe doctor, Sir?" asked a 
voice, puUing bis borse sbort up. 

"No," replied, Lord Verriefast, "wbo 
are you ? wbat doctor is wanted ?" 

"I am Sir Turbit Turtlefat's coacb- 
man, Sir, tbe Knigbt is down witb 
apoplexy, in fact be's dead ; not ali tbe 
doctors or bleeding in tbe world could do 
bim any good, poor gentleman — ali tbe 
horses is out witb tbe men looking for tbe 
doctor, be must be found," and be passed 
on» 

" God bless my soul 1" uttered tbe 
nobleman, as be put bis back into a trot, 
" bow awfuUy sudden, l'U take tbe Hall 
on my way bome and see bow matters 
really are." 

His Lordsbip was a kind-bearted man, 
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generous to the poor, and polite to ali; 
subscribed liberally to ali the county 
sports, and in this lay the secret of his 
popularity. 

He was too feeling to ride up to the 
front door and make a display by ringing 
the beli, so he quietly rode round to the 
stable-yard and made his unostentatious 
inquiries there. The account he had heard 
on the road was too true, the poor pompous 
old city Knight had gone the way of ali 
flesh, over-eating and drinking had called 
him to his account, before the three score 
years and ten allotted to man had passed 
over his head, for the Knight was barely 
sixty-five years of age. ** Such is life," his 
lordship uttered to him self as he wended 
his way homewards, " in the midst of life 
we are in death, and we never know how 
soon our turn may come." He little knew 
how truly he spoke. 

In taking a short cut through his own 
domain s, and passing by one of his covers, 
he thought he heard some voices in the 
wood; dismounting from his horse and 
fastening him to a tree, he stole softly to- 
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wards the spot where he fancied he heard 
the voices. 

" I teli you," said a voice, " this is far 
the better time for nobbling the long tails ; 
don't you know that the keepers is taking 
their supper now, and enjoying their hale 
and baccer, they never goes out till nine 
or ten o' clock, and oftentimes much later, 
for they knows that is our time. I always 
commences early, the earlier the better, 
I have been at this game ten year and 
never got took." 

" But you will be now, Stevens," and 
the nobleman stepped fearlessly amongst 
a band of ruflSans. " I have caughtyou at 
last, my man." 

"It's the Lord! by ali that is holy!" 
ejaculated one of the scoundrels, " every 
one for himself." 

A thud was heard like the kick of a 
borse, a bludgeon wielded by a murderous 
arm, crashed on the skull of the unfortu- 
nate gentleman who fell without life on 
to the ground. 

" Here's a go," said Shirkington, rush- 
ing into bis friend's room on the following 
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moming, " Lord Verriefast bas been found 
murdered in bis own wood, beaten to 
deatb by poacbers." 

"Lord Verriefast, no, you don't mean 
it !" cried Bluster, sitting up in bis 
bed. *'I am very, very sorry to bear it, 
and poor Bessy Sprigbtly too ; I bope it 
is not true." 

" As f or Bessy, it serves ber rigbt ; tbis 
will lower ber pride a bit, I do not pity 
ber an atom." 

" Don't talk in tbat way. Buffer, or 
you will make me bate you," answered 
Bluster, "you cannot mean it, surely 
you do not rejoice in murder ?" 

" Of course I don't, Bluster, I am not 
talking of tbat ;" be was asbamed of bim- 
self, " of course I am sorry for Verriefast, 
but ali my sympatby will not bring bim 
to life again." 

"If you please. Miss," said Alice to ber 
young mistress, on bringing in ber bot 
water an bour earlier tban usuai, " tbere 
bas been a terrible accident !" 

" Accident !" cried Bessy, " good 
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heavens, Alice, what is it ? nothing 
wrong with mamma, is there ?" 

" No, Miss, there is nothing the matter 
with Madame." 

" What is it then, Alice ? Anything 
with the horses ?" 

" No, nothing with the horses," said 
the girl, slowly and hesitatingly, and 
bursting into tears, "far worse than that. 
Miss." 

" For God's sake. Alice, do not torture 
me further, but teli me at once what it 
is!" 

" Why, Miss," sobbed the girl, " don't 
you take on ; but poor — poor Lord Verrie- 
fàst was murdered last night." 

" What !" screamed Bessy, jumping 
from the bed, " murdered ! oh, Alice, 
don't, don't say so !" 

" Yes, my dear mistress, brutally mur- 
dered in his own wood by poachers." 

" My God !" exclaimed Bessy, turning 
deadly white, clutching at the bed-post 
with one hand, and placing the other on 
ber heart, "is it true. Alice ?" 

The servant had started forward to save 
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ber mistress from falling, but tbere was 
no occasion for ber to do so, for sbe stood 
as rigid and motionless as a statue, not 
a tear fell from ber eye, or did sbe utter 
a single word, but mecbanically dressed 
berself. 

An bour afterwards two doctors rode 
burriedly up to tbe cottage. Bessy 
Sprigbtly was in an alarming state. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE RETRIEVER ON TRAIL. 

"Why bere is my Lord's cob come 
home alone, and bis bridle broken ali to 
pieces," exclaimed one of tbe under- 
grooms, as be discovered tbe animai 
standing before tbe stable door sbivering 
witb cold. " Here, Dick," to one of tbe 
lads, " run sbarp to Mr. Martingall's, and 
teli bim to come bere quickly, tbere's 
been an accident." 

Tbe lad presently returned witb bis 
Lordsbip's stud-groom. 

" I beg your pardon, Sir, for sending 
for you, my Lord's cob is come bome in 
tbe way you see bim," going up to tbe 
stali wbere tbe animai stood. 

*^ Dick," said Martingall, " run down to 
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the keeper's immedìately, and teli him to 
come up bere with bis black retriever ; 
thcre must bave been an accidont, far my 
Lord was not a man to be tbrown from 
any borse, let alone bis cob wbo is as 
quiet and as gentle as a lamb — and you," 
turning to tbe man wbo bad sent for bim, 
" get ali tbe lanterns ready, and ali tbe 
lads to come witb us, tbis looks like a bad 
business." 

In about a quarter of an bour tbe bead- 
keeper made bis appearance, accompanied 
by a splendid black retriever. 

" Keeper," said tbe old stud-groom, 
"bis Lordsbip's cob bas comebome alone, 
bis bridle broken. I am afraid tbere is 
sometbing wrong, we cannot look for my 
master in sucb a dark nigbt as tbis, and 
I don't know wbere be bas been to ; will 
your dog bunt beel ?" 

" He'll bunt anytbing I put bim on," 
replied tbe man, wbo divined on tbe instant 
wbat Martingall was driving at. " You 
wants bim to take up the horse's track 
backwards, don't you ? well my dog will 
do it," answered the keeper, proudly, "if 
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his Lordship is within a mile of the house, 
we shall be up to him wherever he may be, 
barring its water, in half an hour." 

In a few minutes the noble dog was put 
on the horse's track. 

" I could have followed this trail myself 
without ere a dog, it's plain enough," 
added he, pointing to the deep imprint of 
the horse's hoofs on the soft turf, ** he's 
come away right across the Park, and 
through the little wicket at the bottoni ; 
shouldn't wonder that my Lord had been 
knocked off there in trying to open it." 

" No, Sparkes, no," replied the groom 
mournfuUy, *'the cob would stand for a 
week, for a gate to be open ed ; I am 
afraid it's something worse than that." 

" Well, come along," said the keeper, 
" the dog's hot on it now, softly, my lad, 
softly," he exclaimed, as the sagacious 
animai wanted to take up the trail at a 
gallop, and away they went at a quick 
pace across the park. 

It was as the keeper had said, the borse 
had come through the wicket at the bottom 
of the park, and the dog instantly took up 
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the line again at the other side of the gate. 

" My Lord has come off the high road, 
into the ten-acred field," remarked the 
keeper, for he well knew the road his 
master must have come by. 

They followed the dog for some half 
mile farther, when ali at once he stopped. 

" Why, dash me, this is where the horse 
has been fastened," remarked the keeper, 
pointing to the numerous prints of the 
hoofs on the ground, " and he's been tied 
here some time too, and his Lordship has 
gone into the cover here," holding down 
the lantern to examine the place. His quick 
and practised eyeinstantly discovered signs 
of where the unfortunate gentleman had 
gone through the fence. " Here, Prince, 
lad," putting him on the track of the 
footsteps, " seek, lad, seek, do you ali 
come behind me," he said, "this looks 
ugly. My God in Heaven, his Lordship's 
down !" he exclaimed, as he came up to 
the body, which was lying on its face with 
a pool of blood around it. " Fetch a hurdle 
quick," he coiitinued to one of the under- 
keepers who had just come up ; " and you," 
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addressing two or three others, " run to 
old Martha's cottage for a mattress and a 
couple of blankets." 

" Ts he dead, Sparkes ?" hoarsely de- 
manded the old groom. 

" I can't say, Mr. Martingall, we must 
tum him over gently. Lord, Lord, what a 
wound," pointing to a deep gash over his 
tempie, from which the blood was stili 
slowly oozing, " he's lost blood enough to 
kill a buUock, he's not dead yet though," 
he said, removing his hand from over the 
region of his heart, " and he's breathing 
yet," pointing to the ghastly blood-stained 
features of his master. " I see how it is, 
them cursed poachers again, his Lord- 
ship caught 'em and tackled 'em alone. 
Send someone for a doctor, Martingall, 
quick, on horseback ; and one of you 
run up to the house and teli them to bave 
ali ready. There wasn't a better master, or 
such a gentleman in the whole of York- 
shire," continued the man, rubbing his 
eyes with his large horny hand ; " now, 
lads, make baste with them things," as 
he heard them approaching, " look sharp, 
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and put that mattress on the hurdle," and 
lifting the inanimate body, they placed it 
on the bed, and raising it up wended their 
way slowly through the wood, 

It took them nearly three-quarters of 
an hour toget to the house, and when they 
arrived there, found everything in confu- 
sion, the women sobbing and crying, and 
the men-servants with their faces as white 
as their neck-cloths. The poor old butler, 
who had been in the family upwards of 
fifty years, was unable to utter a word, 
and silently pointed the way to bis 
master's room. 

" Give US a little brandy, quick," said 
the keeper, as the body was laid on the 
bed, " and a spoon,'' but what he put 
into the mouth was not swallowed. " He 
ain't dead though," remarked the man, 
" his heart is fluttering like, he's stili 
breathing, just take off ali his things ;" but 
before they had finished doing so, the 
village doctor, Wilson, who had been 
called in for Charlie Thornhill, arrived. 

Without uttering a word he walked 
straight up to the bed, looked intently 
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>for an instant on the blood-bedaubed face 
of the nobleman, and placed his hand on 
his wrist. 

"Warm water," he uttered, after a 
short pause, as ali stood round with 
eager faces to hear his verdict, " warm 
water quick, a pair of scissors, and send 

a telegram for Sir W . This is a 

bad business, an ugly wound indeed," 
he remarked, as with the scissors he cut 
the hair ali off the tempie, and proceeded 
skilfuUy to dress it, " if brain fever does 
not intervene, there are hopes, but ali 
depends on the next few days." 

Though stili breathiug, the unfortunate 
nobleman was perfectly unconscious, and 
looked a ghastly object as he lay on his 
bed. 

" Let his relations and friends be imme- 
diately telegraphed to, and those that 
live within a short distance sent for at 
once," said the Doctor to the old butler. 
" I suppose there is plenty of clean ice 
in the ice-house ? if not, it must be got at 
once, for it will be wanted. What's come 
to the neighbourhood, lately ?" he added, 
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"thero is poor young Thornhill nearly 
shot to death, through thorough careless- 
ness ; Sir Turbit struck down by the band 
of death; and now Lord Vemefast by 
some cowardly poaching scoundrel." 

A little brandy was forced down the 
throat of the wounded man, who sighed 
faintly as he swallowed it, and there 
was a perceptible quivering of the eyelids. 

''Must keep him up by stimulants," 
murmured the Doctor, as he watched the 
effects of the spirit, " it is the only chance." 

He was seated watching every breath 
of the patient, when one of the men- 
servants stole in, and whispered some- 
thing to the old butler who was seated at 
the other side of the bed. 

The old man got up and came round to 
the Doctor, " Lord Lavender and Captain 
Slyfox are below, Sir," he said, "may 
they come up ?" 

"By ali means," replied the medicai 
man, ^'I should like them to see that 
evorything is being done that can be." 

'' Good God I Wilson, what's ali this ?" 
exclaimed Lord Lavender, as he entered 
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the room with bis friend, " is there any 
hope ?" 

" Whilst there is life there is hope, my 
Lord," replied the Doctor, " but it is a 
fearful wound. I have already telegraphed 

for Sir W , who you know only lives 

sixteen miles away, so there is every 
probability of his being soon bere ; he is 
sure to come by a special train, and 
a dose carriage is now at the station 
waiting." 

** Quite right, Wilson, quite right," 
said Lord Lavender, ** and ali his friends 
and relations of course have been sum- 
moned ?" 

"And poor Miss Sprightly?" asked 
Captain Slyfox, " has she been written or 
sent to ? if not she must be." 

The order was given, but ali the men 
being out on various errands and confu- 
sion pararne un t in the house, it was for- 
gotten until the next morning, and this 
was how Bessy did not receive the news 
sooner. 

About midnight the carriage rolled up 

to the door with Sir W , and Doctor 
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Wilson was in the hall to receive him. 
They conferred for a few instants apart, 
and tben ascended to the chamber, 

"What do you think, Sir W ?" 

asked Lord Lavender anxiously, after the 
skilful practitioner had made bis examin- 
ation. 

" My Lord/' replied Sir W gravely, 

" there is no denying it is a very dan- 
gerous case, and lies on the balance of a 
feather. He will probably remain some 
three days like this, a change for batter 
or worse will then take place ; in nine days 
however it will be determined one way 
or the other. I shall not leave the house 
to-night, we shall want a nurse, and a 
good one. I will now go into the study 
and write to Mr. Charles Thornhill asking 
him to let his old servant Grimes come 
here, he does not require her now, and 
she is the best person in a sick room I 
ever met with, the note can be taken the 
first thing to-morrow morning." 

**Is there anything, Sir William, you 
require ?" asked Lord Lavender as he and 
his friend prepared to take their departure, 
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" because if so, I and Slyfox will only be 
too glad to be of any assistance." 

" Nothing, Lord Lavender, I and Doctor 
Wilson will remain in the room ali night, 
and everything that can be done you 
may depend will be done." 

Not one inmate of the Moat went to 
bed that night : the servants sat in the 
second hall, dozing uneasily in their chairs, 
and started at the slightest sound only to 
doze off again ; but every hour they were 
aroused by the old butler coming softly in 
and saying, " Just the same, no better 
and no worse." 

As the rays of early morn found their 
way into the room, through the crevices 
of the shutters, making the dim laraps look 
stili more sickly, they began to bestir 
themselves and to tum their hands to 
their different vocations. 

The letter was now sent to Linden Hall 
for Nurse Grimes, and the forgotten mes- 
senger dispatched to Mrs. Sprightly's 
cottage, and who blundered in it by saying 
his Lordship was murdered instead of 
nearly murdered. 
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About eight o' clock Charlie Thornhill's 
faithful old nurse made ber appearance, 
and took up ber place siléntljj as was ber 
wont, by tbe side of tbe sick coucb. An 
bour later old Mr. Tbornbill cantered up 
on bis back, and by ten o' clock, messages 
and visitors from tbe surrounding neigb- 
bourbood made anxious inquiries. 

Tbe rural police, beaded by Sparkes, 
were working in tbeir own way to bring 
tbe offender or offenders to j astice, but 
at every point tbey were baffled. Several 
well-known poacbers bad been arrested on 
suspicion, and were as quickly dismissed 
from want of evidence. 

A messenger bad arrived in bot baste at 
tbe Moat requiring tbe immediate presence 
of Doctor Wilson at Mrs. Sprigbtly's 
cottage ; but be bad returned again almost 
immediately, and after a sbort consultation 
witb Sir William, botb gentlemen bad left 
for tbe widow's in one of tbe Moat car- 
riages. 

Every lad that could ride, and every 
farmer's borse tbat could be procured, bad 
been sent by Mr. Conyers to tbe different 
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subscribers of Wareheel Hunt, stating that 
in consequence of the raelancholy occur- 
rence the hounds would net meet until 
further notice. 

When Sir William and Dr. Wilson raade 
their appearance in Bessy's neat little bed- 
room, she was lying perfectlyquiet, white 
as the sheets that surrounded her, and 
eyes bright and meaningless as the diamond 
ring (the gift of Lord Verriefast) on her 
finger. 

" Well, young lady," said Sir William, 
as he took her hand, " what can we do 
for you?" but the girl took not the 
slightest notice of him, but continued 
gazing vacantly at the ceiling. 

** Bessy, my darling," said her mother, 
"don't you see the doctors» they bave 
come to teli you Lord Verriefast is quite 
safe. She has been in this way," she 
added, " ever since Alice gave her the 
news three hours ago." 

"Oh! Miss, do speak to the gentle- 
man," said her sobbing maid, " there is 
nothing the matter." 

" Do you feel any pain, Miss Sprightly ? 
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asked Mr. Wilson, " any pain in the head 
or chest ?" 

Stili the same yacant listless look, and 
the question was unheeded. 

" A serious case," said Sir William, 
*' no fever, and her pulse as regalar as 
clockwork. We may speak freely, she does 
not heed or hear us ; her system has re- 
ceived a fearful shock, and I fear she will 
ever remain in this state of apathy, unless 
she can be moved by some strong 
emotion." 

" Oh, don't say so, Sir William !" cried 
her mother, falling down by the bedside, 
and burying her face in the clothes. 

" Has she any friends or companions 
she is particularly fond of?" asked Sir 
William, of the maid, " any lady friends, 
I mean." 

" There is only one she knows here, 
Sir," replied the weeping girl, "Miss 
ThornhiU." 

" Then let her be sent for at once. 
Medicine is no good here, this is a case 
for time, and time only ; she is a girl of 
strong feelings and emotions, and will 
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only be moved out of this state of 
coma by some sudden excitement. You 
must not be cast down, Mrs. Sprightly," 
said Sir William, kindly taking ber band, 
and assisting ber to rise, " tbere is nothing 
to fear but ber mind ; let ber be kept quiet, 
but not alone, be moving constantly about 
in ber room, and indulge ber in every de- 
sire sbould sbe express any — I will cali 
again in tbe afternoon," and bowing to tbe 
heart-broken motber left tbe room. 

" Bessy, my darling Bessy," said Mary 
Tbornbill, seating berself down by ber 
friend's bedside, " don't you know me ? 
wbat is tbe matter witb you ?" tears were 
trickling down tbe tender-bearted girl's 
cbeeks, as sbe asked tbis question, for sbe 
was utterly sbocked at tbe vague expression 
of ber friend's face, but stili tbere was no 
response. " Bessy," pèrsisted ber in- 
quirer, " will you lend me your borses ? or 
would you like to go fòr a ride and see 
bow Lord Verriefast is ?" but receiving no 
answer, or look of recognition, poor Mary 
fairly broke down and sobbed aloud. 

** Ob ! Miss Bessy, do take some break- 
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fast!" said ber maid, as sbe placed a 
neat-laid little tray oa tbe bed before ber ; 
but tbe girl uttercd no vrord, or paid any 
attention, save tbat sbe pushed tbe tray 
impatiently from ber, and ber lips moved 
as if tbey were muttering sometbing, 
tbougb no sound escaped tbem. 

For bours did Mary Tbombill sit beside 
ber friend's bedside, endeavouring to 
arouse ber attention and get ber to say 
sometbing, but witbout effect, for sbe 
beeded not tbe sligbtest tbing. 

At last sbe f eli off into a gentle doze, 
and Mary getting up, and wisbing Mrs. 
Sprigbtly adieu for the present, said sbe 
would return at eight o'clock tbat even- 
ing. 

" Well, Buffer," said bis friend, as tbey 
sat at dinner, " you said tbis morning you 
bad no pity for poor Bessy Sprigbtly, I 
think you would bave tbougb, if you knew 
tbe state sbe was in." 

'* Oh ! sbe's ali right enough," repHed 
the other gulping down a glass of sherry, 
" half of it is sham ; and fancy the hounds 
not hunting, and not going to hunt until 
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further notice, and ali because a fellow 
has a knock on the head. And I, too, going 
ali the way to cover this morning on a 
foors errand, other men had notices of the 
hounds not intending to hunt, why should 
not I or you have had one ?" 

" Simply because we are not subscribers 
but merely birds of passage ; if you had 
had any feeling at ali, Shirkington," re- 
marked the other, for he was considerably 
heated, " you'd have taken my advice and 
remained as I did, at home." 

" I teli you what I shall do," said Shirk- 
ington savagely, " I shall leave this damned 
country I hate it and ali their idiotical 
goings on." 

" It will be the same thing wherever 
you go, it was so when you were in the 
army, it was so when — " 

*' What do you mean, Bluster ?" said 
Shirkington, reddening up. 

*' I mean what I say," replied the other 
calmly, " you were detested in your 
regiment, and disìiked wherever you have 
been. Do you suppose Rasper and Downey 
have not talked about you ; you bragged of 
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having beaten the Major four miles across 
country in a steeple-chase, and you never 
rode one against him or anyone else, or 
even had a borse of your own till you 
bought those at Brighton ; do you think I 
have not heard everything ? You carried 
on with Bessy Sprightly, poor girl, and 
then threw her up. At last she found some 
one else she liked better than you, and 
some one who knows her true value, and 
who, I hope to God, will soon be about 
again ; well, because the girl refuses you, 
you let that infernal tongue of yours wag 
to such a degree that you will either be 
horse-whipped or hooted out of the 
county. I speak as your friend, I am 
utterly ashamed of you, I don't pretend to 
be a swell, or a man of family, but by 
George ! my heart is in the right place and 
1 can feel for the misfortunes of others,'* 
and poor Bluster who was flushed and 
excited at this unwonted flow of eloquence, 
drank a glass of water at a drain. 

Shirkington was utterly confounded at 
his friend's audacity. 

" So that damned Easper and Downey 
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have been talking, bave they ?" said 
Shirkington when he found bis voice, 
" well, l'U walk into them the first time I 
meet them." 

" So I would," returned his friend, 
" but FU bet you a trifle you will not dare 
te say half to either of what you have just 
told me." 

" As for you, Bluster, after what has 
passed, we can no longer live together ; 
our month is up next week, and I shall 
not remain here after that time." 

" Just exactly my intention," relurned 
the other, ** I have already arranged with 
Downey and Rasper to lodge with them, 
there is plenty of stabling, and we shall 
get on capitally." 

" Oh ! that's your game is it ?" replied 
Shirkington, " so much the better, then I 
shall have the cottage ali to myself." 

"That is the best thing you can do, 
Shirkington, for you will never find any 
one to live with you whilst you talk in the 
way you do, and give utterance to such 
sentiments ; now we will drop the subject." 
Lighting a cigar and fiUing himself up a 
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glass of brandy and water, he took up the 
paper and sat himself down by the fire in 

Viìc QT«nn-r»V»«i"r 

Perhaps the quiet part of Yorkshire, 
of which we are speaking, had never been 
in such a state before, a popular nobleman 
was lying at death's door, a rich old city 
knight struck suddenly down by apoplexy, 
a beautiful girrs young hopes and mind 
destroyed, the favourite man of the county 
slowly recovering from a gun-shot wound, 
had ali combined to make the place duU 
and lifeless ; dinner parties had been post- 
poned, balls given up, and the Meet of the 
hounds put off sine die. 

" Do you not think, Thornhill," said 
Sir John Forest to the old squire, as they 
met at The Moat, where both had gone 
to inquire after Lord Verriefast, " it would 
be better for Charlie to come back to me 
for a bit ; he is strong enough to be moved 
now, for he has been out in the carriage 
two or three times already, it will be a 
change for him, your daughter's time will 
be nearly ali taken up with poor Miss 
Sprightly ; but I forgot to ask what time 



WOS I\ A CASTER. iii 

this ftightfdl accìdent to poor Yemefkst 
took place last night." 

" His body was found about nine 
o'clock," retumed the old Squire, " but as 
to CharUe's leaving me, pray don't ask it. 
I know how good, how kind, how generous, 
and what a friend you ha ve been to him ali 
through, but you must let him stop with 
me until he is quite recovered." 

" Of course, Thornhill, anything you 
hke; this unfortunately is not the only 
house of grief, poor Lady Turtlefat they 
say is terribly cut up, and Mrs. Sprightly 
prostrated with misery at her daughter's 
sad state." 

" Ah ! poor girl," replied the old Squire, 
"I quite loved her, Forest, though she 
was only at my house once — a bright in- 
genious creature, full of life and hopes, 
she was simply charming, and Mary was 
exceedingly fond of her; the friendship 
of an hour, for it is extraordinary how 
soon girls take to one another. The 
Sprightlys means are evidently small, but 
stili she and her mother have doubtless 
seen better days ; in facfc, Mary told me 
that her friend had opened her heart to 
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ber — how she had come into Yorkshire 
with the idea of marrying that young man, 
Duffer, as it appeared he had shown her 
great attention at Brighton, and ali bufc 
proposed ; and how when she had seen 
hira amongst other gentlemen, became dis- 
gusted with his vulgarity and manners. 
Girls will be girls you know, and she 
evidently saw Verriefast's admiration of 
her — poor fello w, I was not partial to him 
at one time, and I own I was prejudiced. 
He would, I believe, have made her a good 
husband, and she a fond loving wif e ; those 
high-spirited girls generally come to the 
coUar quicker than the others, and the 
duties of her house and visiting in the 
first society, as she certainly would have 
done, would have diminished her love for 
horses and hunting. Mary likes it in a 
quiet way, it is amusing and exciting for 
girls in a duU country place, and after ali 
very little harm in it. I trust and hope 
the poor fellow upstairs will get over it, 
though Sir William says it is a toss-up ; 
Miss Sprightly's is a melancholy case, 
Mary tells me she can hardly bear to see 
her, but we must hope for the best." 
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The time passed wearily at the Moat, 
the house was hushed and silent, and save 
when the neìghbouring gentry carne to 
inquìre after the unfortunate nobleman, it 
looked to ali intents and purposes like a 
deserted mansion. 

The medicai men were unwearying in 
their attentions on the suflFerer, who on 
the fourth day regained his senses ; he was 
too weak and feeble to say miich, but they 
managed to get from him who the band of 
poachers were composed of. 

" I do not like Vemefast's appearance 
at ali," remarked Sir William to his 
confrère. "There is an indication, 
even now, of brain fever, his pulse, his 
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whole look betokens it ; the feverish symp- 
toms have been rapidly increasing, ice 
now is Olir only chance.'* 

The Doctor's prognostications were ful- 
fiUed, for the patient became quickly de- 
hrious and violent, and force had to be 
resorted to, to keep him in his bed. 

A week had nearly passed with him in 
this way, sometimes he would he for hours 
and hours together scarcely breathing, 
then he would start up, and it would re- 
quire the united strength of two powerf ul 
men to keep him down. 

Poor old Sir Turbit Turtlefat had been 
carried to his last home with great pomp 
and ostentation, an immense hatchment, 
with the Turtlefat Arms, decorated the 
front of Carvier Hall, a ghastly and use- 
less symbol of death. 

Mr. John Turtlefat, though much better 
off than he was before, was not pleased 
with his father's will. He had been left 
two thousand a year, but the money was 
so invested and tied up, that he could not 
touch the principal — the old Knight knew 
his son was a fool, and was resolved the 
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money that had taken him a life time to 
accumulate should not be made ducks and 
drakes of. 

To his widow he bequeathed the Hall 
and ali therein, with the remainder of his 
large fortune for the term of her naturai 
life, and at her death to revert to his son 
under certain restrictions. 

A couple of days after the interment of 
his father, John Turtlefat thought it would 
only be polite to ride over to the Moat and 
inquire after its owner's health. On ar- 
riving there, he found Sir William walking 
backwarks and forwards on the terrace, 
inhaling a little fresh air. 

"The crisis, Mr. Turtlefat," replied 
Sir William to the question put to him, 
"is not far off, this evening I apprehend 
will decide it one way or the other." 

As they were conversing, another poor 
invalid appeared on the scene, Charles 
Thomhill had driven over in a low pony- 
chaise with Sir John Forest, to make his 
inquiries. 

Charlie, though looking sick and delicate, 
was mending fast. 

I 2 
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"Well, Thornhill," said Turtlefat, "I 
am glad to see you out again." 

Charlie^ who was quite unaware of the 
proposai that bis cousin had been honoured 
with, shook hands with him cordially, 
and talked of various matters whilst the 
two elder gentlemen were conversing 
apart. 

" I hardiy expected you to shake hands 
with me, Thornhill," said the other, " es- 
pecially after what has passed.'* 

" My good feUow/* replied Charlie, 
" you cannot suppose that I harbour any 
malice, your shooting me was purely ac- 
cidental, no one I am certain would have 
been more sorry than you were." 

'' It is not that exactly,'* answered Tur- 
tlefat, slightly confused, "it was your 
cousin, Miss Thornhill's rejection of me 
that I allude to." 

" Why, you do not mean to say, Tur- 
tlefat," exclaimed the other reddening up, 
and his eyes gleaming strangely, " that 
you proposed to Mary ?" 

" Yes, I did, Thornhill, coming home 
f rom hunting ; I was a little elevated at the 
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time, I admit, but if I had not popped then, 
I should bave done so another day." 

" You proposed — you dared to propose 
to my cousin, Turtlefat ?" 

" Yes, I did dare, and why not ?" 

"Why not?" said Thornhill, grasping 
him tightly by the arm, and drawing him 
towards him, " why not — because," and 
he whispered something in bis ear. 

"Good God! Thornhill," cried the 
young man, falling back a pace or two, 
with face of ashy paleness, and trembling 
from 'head to foot as if stricken by sudden 
ague, ** how on earth did you knowthis?" 

" No matter, I know it." 

" But how, Thornhill," asked the trem- 
bling, guilty-looking wretch, " could you 
know it ?" 

" Come to me, Turtlefat, this evening, 
at eight, and I will shew you, and come 
privately too, what a consummate scoun- 
drel you are ; never dare to presume to 
address or annoy my cousin again in any 
way, or, by God ! l'il not leave a whole 
bone in your skin ; if you ever wish me to 
speak to you again you'U do what is right. 
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it is not too late," and saying this, lie 
tumed on his heel and left him. 

John Turtlefat, as he rode toTv^ards his 
home, pondered and wonderedhow Thorn- 
hill had come possessed of his fatai secret, 
and on arriving at the Hall, buried himself 
in the seclusion of his own room. He tried 
to read, he tried to write, but nothing 
could divert his attenti on, and he paced 
up and down his chamber, and impatiently 
cursed the man who possessed a know- 
ledge which he would have given half the 
worid he had not been acquainted with. 

Shortly before eight that evening he 
drove up by himself to the lodge gates of 
Linden Hall. 

^* Is that you, Turtlefat ?" asked a voice, 
and Thornhill strode up to the side of the 
dog-cart. ** Throw the rug over your 
borse," he added, '' the lodge-keeper will 
look after hira, it would not do for my 
uncle to know you were in the house ; and 
he even thinks at this present moment I 
am lying down, follow me," and the two 
men walked rapidly away up the avenue. 

On arriving at the house, Thornhill con- 
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ducted his compaTìion up one of the back 
staircases to bis own room, which they 
reached without anyone having seen them. 

"I knew you were foolish, Turtlefat, 
have long known it," looking at the other 
in supreme comtempt, " but I did not 
think you were so utterly without principle 
as you are — do you know what you have 
done ?" 

" Too well, Thornhill, but how did you 
come possessed of what I thought was 
only known to myself ?" 

" Wait bere, five mìnutes," replied 
Charlie, " and I will show you," and say- 
ing this he passed into bis dressing-room. 

John Turtlefat sat ruminating by the 
fire in no pleasant mood, but was presently 
aroused by the dressing-room door being 
opened, and there emerged from it, a 
figure totally unlike that which had 
some few minutes before entered it; 
it was a tali man in long untanned riding- 
boots, with a scarlet cloak thrown some- 
what carelessly over bis shoulders, beneath 
which a buflf leather suit was visible, a 
high quaint hat surmounted his head, bis 
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eyes and nose were concealed by a black 
velvet mask, and the lower part of his 
face covered witb a lonsr crrev beard. 

Turtlefat gazed aghast at the apparition 
which stood motionless before him. 

"By heavens!" he exclaimed at last, 
" the Man of the Mist." 

" Just so," said the figure in a jeering 
sarcastic voice. 

" Then you are," commenced Turtlefat. 

" Charles Thornhill," replied the other, 
** or the Man of the Mist you sawupwards 
of three years ago," taking off his hat, 
mask, and beard. " Now you will guess 
how I became acquainted with your secret ; 
go now, or you may be discovered in the 
house," and opening the door, led the other 
softly out into the passage, and pointing 
to the direction he was to take, returned 
to his room and locked the door. 

" He is acquainted with my secret," 
muttered Turtlefat to himself, as he passed 
down the avenue, got into his cart, 
and drove rapidly away, " but on looking 
into my band he has shown his own. Who 
would imagine that the swell Charlie 
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Thornhill so sought for by ali, the sportìng 
luminary of the county, the dear and 
bosom friend of the proud and aristocratic 
Sir John Forest, the nephew of an Indian 
millionaire, had been an actor in a third- 
class theatre. It will rather astonish the 
good people about here when it becomes 
known, which it shall, I swear." 

Whilst ali this was taking place, the 
unfortunate nobleman at the Moat was 
lying in a cairn sleep, his medicai attendants 
were below at dinner, old Nurse Grimes 
had been relieved at her post, which was 
now occupied by one of the men-servants, 
and he, seeing that his master slept quietly, 
stole softly from the room. He had not 
been gone three minutes before the invalid 
awoke, his eyes wandered vacantly round 
the apartment, and he muttered something 
to himself which was unintelligible, he 
shifted uneasily in his bed several times, 
and then sat up, and after a few seconds 
stepped deliberately to the floor, tottered 
across the room, and sat himself down 
beside the fire, talking and muttering to 
himself ali the while, and presently reaching 
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out his band towards a bottle which stood 
on a small table beside him, gulped down 
the contento. His eyes now assumed a 
wild startling expression, and two hectic 
spots burned on his cheek ; he seemed for 
a few moments as if listening intently, 
putting his band to his wounded head 
occasionally as if in pain. He then rose 
from the chair, and walking straight to 
the door on which hung his gorgeous 
dressing-gown, and which seemed par- 
ticularly to bave attracted his attention, 
took it off the hook and mechani- 
cally put it on, he then opened the door 
and passed out into the corridor, down 
the front stair-case, across the hall, and 
out of the door which happened to be 
open. 

Doctor Wilson's gig, which had only 
arrived a short time before with his man- 
servant, hearing a lettor for his master, 
who was requested immediately to attend 
a poor curate's wife some nine miles off, 
and who was about to present ber lord 
and master with an eleventh pledge of 
connubial affection, stood temptingly be- 
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fore the delirious and fever-stricken noble- 
man. 

The doctor's man had gone into the 
servants' hall f or a glass of ale, leaving the 
well-accustomed old horse, who was used 
to standing alone by the hour together at 
the doors of the doctor's numerous pa- 
tients. 

Into the gig the nobleman stepped with 
his slipperless feet, catching hold of the 
reins, and giving the animai a cut across 
the flank with a whip, passed down the 
avenue at a rapid pace, and the lodge- 
keeper hearing the vehicle approach, with- 
out any hesitation flung open the gates, and 
the trap passed out on the high road. 
The man wondered that no one spoke, or 
even said good-night, but it was too dark, 
even by the lamps of the gig, to see who 
the driver was. 

Nurse Grimes, entering the sick chamber 
shortly after his Lordship had left it, was 
petrified on findiqg it empty, hastily 
ringing the beli again and again, the 
servant who had been left in charge 
rushed in. 
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" Where on earth is bis Lordship ?" she 
asked with a scared countenance. 

" I am sure I don't know, Mrs. Grimea. 
I lefb him bere two minutes ago sound 
asleep." 

" Oh ! John, John, what have you done ?'* 
cried the old woman, passing swiftly from 
the room to the dining-room, where the 
gentlemen sat at dinner, and informed 
them of the fact. 

A few minutes co.nvinced them that the 
delirious nobleman had left his room, and 
made use of the doctor's gig to effect his 
escape. 

Carriages were ordered out, horses 
saddled for the country to be scoured, and 
the utmost conf usion reigned. 

Bessy Sprightly had been more com- 
posed for the last few days, and had 
answered " yes " and " no " to questions 
put to her, but was nearly in the same 
apathetic state we last left her in. 

On this evening she was up, dressed, 
and lying on the sofà in the drawing-room, 
her mother was sitting and conversing in 
a low tone with Colonel Downey. 
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Theìr conversation was rudely inter- 
rupted by the door being burst open, and 
a figure rushing in, wild and haggard, 
with a deadly pale and ghastly face, and 
eyes gleaming as those of a maniac's. 

" Eh ! what ?" said the Colonel, jump- 
ing in considerable trepidation, " who the 
deuce is this ?" and glancing again at the 
figure, exclaimed, " Why, by Gad ? it's 
Verriefast," the old soldier's instinct had 
told him in a moment how matters stood. 

Bessy, on hearing the door so uncere- 
moniously burst open, had risen from the 
sofà, and stood looking steadfastly at the 
apparition. 

A gleam of intelligence flitted across her 
features, and uttering one piercing shnek, 
sank on the sofà, with her face in her 
handa, and sobbed convulsively. 

" Ha ! ha ! ha !" shrieked the madman, 
"you set of damned poaching scoundrels," 
and rushing to the fire-place, seized the 
poker before anyone could stop him. " l'il 
settle you ali," he shouted, and seeing his 
own figure reflected in the pier-glass, made 
a sweeping blow at it, and shivered it into 
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a thousand fragments. Mrs. Sprightly 
rushed to her daughter's side, with the 
object of proteoting her from the mad- 
man's fiiry. 

The Colonel had caught up the fire- 
shovel, and stood dauntlessly before the 
infuriated raadman, who dealt a blow with 
terrific force at him, but the Colonel jump- 
ing aside with more nimbleness than could 
have been expected from a man of his 
years, the poker fell with a crash on the 
marble mantel-piece, splitting it in half, 
and it tumbled with the clock and ali the 
other chimney ornaments to the floor. 

The force of the blow sent the poker 
flying out of the nobleman's grasp, and 
he himself, losing his equihbrium from 
the strength he had struck, fell headlong 
to the ground. The Colonel, seeing his 
advantage, instantly prostrated himself on 
the fallen man, and they rolled together 
clutching at each other wildly. Shriek 
after shriek rent the apartment, but the 
ColoneVs voice was uppermost shouting 
for assistance. The servants rushed in 
at the unwonted tumult, headed by Mr. 
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Pastern and a stable-boy, and a curious 
sight met their eyes; the glass, mantel- 
piece, and ornaments lying shivered on 
the ground, the table overturned, and 
two men rolling and writhing and strug- 
gling for raastership at the other end of 
the apartment. 

" Help ! secure him !" roared the Colonel, 
**or he'll murder every man jack of 

US." 

Mr. Pastern and the lad, without fur- 
ther hesitation, dashed to the resene, and 
by their united efforts succeeded in res- 
cuing the Colonel frora his opponent. 

" Why, bless me !" exclaimed the groora^ 
as he knelt by the side of the now ex- 
hausted nobleman, who was lying helpless 
and unconscious, with the wounds in his 
head bleeding afresh. " Why it's Lord 
Verriefast — how the dickens did he come 
here ?" 

"Escaped," remarked the Colonel 
shortly, *'but, by Gad, he's half killed 
me," rubbing his nose ruefuUy, which was 
about the size and colour of a beetroot. 
*'Poor fellow, he is perfectly delirious, 
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but quiet enough now. we must place him 
in bed." 

He was interrupted in giving further 
orders by the entrance of Sir William, Dr. 
Wilson, and two or three others. 

" By Gad, Sir William," said the Colo- 
nel, as they entered the room, pointing 
to the débris, **you're just in time." 

" Get him upstairs into bed," said Sir 
William quickly, " I will be there in an 
instant. My dear lady," continued he, " do 
not be alarmed, it is ali over now, and 
thank God for your lives, which would 
undoubtedly have been sacrificed if the 
Colonel had not been here." 

" Oh ! Sir William," said the weeping 
woman, rising to her feet, and trembling 
in every limb, ** it has killed my poor 
Bessy, she is sobbing and crying her heart 
out." 

" Crying, is she ?" replied both doctors 
in the same breath. " Thehappiestomen," 
said Sir William, " do not on any account 
check her, tears are wanted in her case ; 
stay with her, but do not speak to her, 
whilst Doctor Wilson and myself look to 
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our unfortunate patient up-stairs, bis, I 
apprehend, is a far more serious case." 

A quarter of an hour elapsed before 
Sir William again made his appearance. 
" Our poor patient," said he, to the elder 
lady, *• is now quiet and asleep, and utterly 
exhausted, I must count on your hospi- 
tality for letting him remain here at pre- 
sent — it would be death to move him. 
Less than four-and-twenty hours," he 
added in a whisper to her, " will decide 
his fate. Now, young lady," he continued, 
seating himself down on the sofà by Bessy , 
and endeavouring to raise her head, *'I 
want to speak to you, look at me." 

The girl did as she was directed, and 
disclosed a face wet with tears. 

" That is right," said he gently, as he 
placed her on the sofà beside him, ** you 
have been very ili, and had a great fright, 
but it is ali over now ; you are better, are 
you not ?" 

" I feel, Doctor," she answered, " as if 
something had broken in my head. I 
cannot remember ali distinctly, but I re- 
collect Alice coming into my room this 

VOL, II. K 
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morning and telling me Lord Verriefast 
was murdered," (she little thought, poor 
girl, that a week had passed over ber since 
the time she alluded to), **and I know 
now that he is not dead, but lying upstairs 
dreadfuUy ili." 

"That is right/' replied Sir William 
gleef ully, " I knew you would come round 
again soon; but you must not worry or 
torment yourself needlessly, Lord Verrie- 
fast is, as you say, ili upstairs, but we 
will soon put him to rights, you must 
drink half a tumbler of wine now, and 
go to bed quietly ; T shall remain bere 
ali night, so you need bave no fear of 
Lord Verriefast's not being attended 
to. Well, Colonel," he contiuned, as 
mother and daughter lef t the room, " you 
bave been roughly handled ; we had better 
bave ali these things removed," pointing 
to the broken articles which stili encum- 
bered the room. 

" By Gad ! Sir William," the old soldier 
replied, after the place had been put in 
little order, and they were once more 
alone, " I never had such a mauling in ali 
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my life," pointing to his nose, which was 
of terrific dimensions. 

*' Ah !" laughed bis companion, " you 
military men do not care about such trifles 
as those, a little warm water when you get 
home, and to-morrow morning you will 
perceive no ili effects ; and on the whole," 
he continued, " I look on it ali as rather a 
fortunate occurrence — it has without doubt 
cured Miss Sprightly, if her mother gives 
her the quantity of wine I told her, for I 
had no opiate or anything at hand, it will 
soon throw her to sleep, and she will 
awake in the morning perfectly recovered 
or nearly so. In Verriefast's constitution 
I have the greatest faith, he was not in the 
least chilled, and this, I attributo to his 
having emptied a bottle of brandy, which 
stood in his room; there was quite a 
wine glass in it, we were obliged to use a 
little to keep him up, for I was afraid of 
his sinking. That brandy will either kill or 
cure him, but my opinion is he will pulì 
through; now, Colonel, as I shall be obliged 
to leave you to go upstairs, I advise you 
to get home as soon as possible, have a 

K 2 
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good stiff glass of grog and a cigar before 
you go to bed, for I know you are used to 
it, and you will sleep like a top." 

" What the devil's up ?" asked Major 
Rasper, as the Colonel entered his room, 
waking up Bluster, who was as usuai 
asleep, for he had left his quondam friend 
Shirkington, and gone to reside with the 
Colonel and the Major. 

"What's upl" said the Colonel, ^'by 
Gad, Sir, it's been ups and downs with 
me since I last saw you," and he related 
what had happened. 

" I expected young Turtlefat here this 
evening," remarked the Major, " to smoke 
a cigar. I met him going to make in- 
quiries at the Moat, he told me he was 
deuced lonely after the funeral, so I took 
compassion and asked him up, it is getting 
late ; and I suppose he has forgotten it, 
so will not come, he is an infornai cad 
and ali that, you know, but one can't help 
pitying a fellow in his position." 

His surmises were put an end to, by the 
gentleman in question, at that instant, 
making his appearance. 
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John Turtlefat was at no time a hand- 
some or distinguished-looking man, but as 
he now appeared, with a more than usually 
cadaverous face, he was the exact opposite 
of what one might even term passable. 

"Why, you look scared out of your 
seven senses," remarked the Major to his 
visitor, as he handed him a cigar and 
pushed the bottle towards him. 

** I ought not to drink anything now," 
return ed the other as he plumped down on 
a chair, hardly noticing the Colonel or 
Bluster, " I have been at it ali day." 

" A deuced bad pian, Turtlefat," inter- 
rupted the Colonel, " that's the way with 
many of you young fellows of the rising 
generation, you go on soaking ali the day 
long, and then you cannot enjoy your 
liquor when the proper time coraes for it." 

" I mean to give it up after a bit," said 
the other, " but I have been harrassed and 
worried lately ; but what is the matter 
with you, Colonel?" and he drank the 
contents of his glass off at a draught, as 
he asked the question. " Your coat is ali 
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torn, and your shirt front and cravat in 
ribbons." 

The Colonel related in a few words what 
had happened to him. 

" Poor Vemefast," remarked the young 
man, as he made a fresh glass of grog, 
*' I will teli you of a case something similar 
that happened a few years back, when I 
was knocking about London. The poor 
governor had given me a roving com- 
mission, and I was a pretty frequent 
habitué of a certain third-class theatre on 
the Surrey side, where they did the sen- 
sational, no end, and ali that sort of thing. 
There were lots of pretty girls attached to 
the company to do the village dances, and 
so on, and we young fellows were ever 
going there and getting behind the scenes 
to give them bouquets and talk nonsense ; 
there was one actor in the company who 
was a singularly silent man, and who 
never could play unless he had five or six 
tumblers of stifF brandy and water under 
his belt, and then he carne out grand ; but 
he had ever to be watched, for the manager 
was fearful he would some night take too 
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much and break loose. He had been down 
with D. T's three or four times before, 
but he was a favourite of the lessee's, and 
a stili greater favourite of the audience — in 
fact no piece ever went off well unless 
Eogers played in it. There was another 
character too who played in a piece that 
had a great run, which was called * The 
Man of the Mist ;' but none of the actors 
had ever seen his face, he used to come in 
to the theatre at the exact timo of dress- 
ing for his part, muffled in his coat, and 
went straight to his dressing-room ; for 
some how or other he had managed to get 
one to himself, which was a favour that 
was not often accorded to actors of his 
class. The part he played in this melo- 
drama prevented his face being seen, for he 
wore a black velvet mask ; as soon as his 
part was over, he left the theatre in the 
same way, muffled up as he entered it. 
Many of the girls often tried to get a 
glimpse of his countenance, and to lead 
him into conversation, but Stanhope always 
baffled them, and answered none of their 
inquiries. At first he was called * The Un- 
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known ' then * The Silent Member/ and 
last -he went by the name of ' The Man 
of the Mist/ 

" One night Rogers, some how or other, 
managed to get a glass too much, and 
swore he would not go on the stage unless 
the unknown showed his face, which he 
positively refused to do. In vain the stage- 
manager implored Rogers to go on, that 
they were ringing up, and that he would 
spoil the whole piece; but Rogers was 
obdurate and kept flourishing a huge 
torch wildly about — for there was lots of 
fire and murder, and that sort of 
thing; the audience and the gallery 
especially were becoming impatient, for the 
gods were whistling up aloft like as many 
lunatics. 

" Rogers, on hearing ali this uproar got 
very savage and fearfully excited, and his 
eyes roUed in a perfect f ury of frenzy. 

" ' Show me your face, and FU go on,' 
(they were both in the middle of the stage 
then), ' will you show me your face ?' he 
asked, brandishing his torch about. 

" * No,' replied the other, sternly, ' I 
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will not, go on, or leave it alone as you 
think proper.' 

" ' Then, by God I I will see it,' shouted 
the madman hurling his torch amongst 
the back scenes, and seizing Stanhope by 
the throat. 

'^The back of the theatre was in- 
stantly in jBames, but was immediately 
extinguished. 

" By the time the carpenters and scene- 
shifters and others' attention could be 
given to the two men, the struggle was 
over, for Stanhope had the other on his 
back and was kneeling over him. 

*^ ^ Take him away,' hoarsely whispered 
Stanhope, ^ the poor fellow does not know 
what he is doing,' and he was carried off. 

"That night Eogers died in strong 
convulsions — a farce was substituted for 
the piece, and *The Man of the Mist ' as 
usuai took his departnre. 

** No one at the theatre over saw him 
again, he never came back or clairaed his 
salary ; but a note arrived in the morning 
from him, just as they were ali on for 
rehearsal, stating he had thrown up his 
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appointmeiit. Stanhope never attended a 
rehearsal. 

*a know 'The Man of the Mist' 
though, and so do you ali." 

"Who the deuce was he?" asked the 
Major, who was considerably interested in 
the narrative. 

" Who ?" said Turtlefat, mockingly, 
tossing off his grog, and putting on his 
hat, ** who," he continued, ** it is told in 
two words — the great swell, the sporting 
luminary in these parts — Charles Thorn- 
hill," and he abruptly left the room. 

*'By Gad, Sir," said the Colonel, "a 
most interesting story-tale, I wonder i£ it's 
true." 

** True or not," repliedthe Major, "it's 
deuced bad form of Turtlefat to have said 
anything about it, he ought to have kept 
it to himself— I know I should if I had 
been in his place, and more especially after 
shooting him, and bringing him to death's 
door. Of course, this goes no further 
than this roora, I can count on the Colonel 
and feel certain I can on you Bluster." 

*' Certainly, Major, on my word I shall 



WON IN A CANTER. 139 

never mention it ; even if it is true, there 
is no disgrace in it. Thornhill is a fine 
fellow, and you may rest assured as far 
as I am concerned, that l'm mum." 



CHAPTER VII. 



" WITH FINGEES WEARY AND WORN. 



99 



In one of the suburbs of London there 

sat at work, in a poorly furnished apart- 

ment, a very beautiful young woman of 

some three or four and twenty years of 
age. 

An elderly person, evidently her mother 
from the strong hkeness between thera, 
sat by the fire nursing a child, whilst 
another about two years old was playing 
on the hearth-rug at her feet. 

" Mona," said the elder lady, *• will 
you ne ver get a lettor from him ?" 

" I know not, mamma," returned her 
daughter, lifting her weary eyes from her 
work, " I almost fear I shall never hear 
again, something must have happened. He 
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may be dead for aught we know ; it is now 
nearly four months since I had any news. 
You remember he never gave bis country 
address, so I know not where to write, 
where to go, or what to do," and she 
sigbed wearily as she again turned to ber 
work. 

" But, Mona, darling, something must 
be done ; your money is out, the little he 
gave you is gone, and your poor hands 
will not keep you and your children. The 
miserable pittance I bave, you know, is 
yours, but how far will twenty-five pounds 
a year go towards supporting four of us, 
with prices as they are, and house rent as 
well — what is to be done ?" 

" I know not, mamma," answered the 
girl, sadly. " God knows I do what I 
can ; I cannot believe it is bis fault, he 
could not be so utterly heartless, wicked, 
and unprincipled to desert us. I.was doing 
well when he married me, I gave up a 
good engagement which I may never get 
again — I cannot, oh I I cannot work harder 
than I do," bere she burst into tears. 

Poor thing, work harder ? could anyone 
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work harder than slaving twenty hours 
out of the twenty-four. *^ But I care 
not," she said, proudly raising ber beau- 
tiful head, "as long as we can get 
bread." 

At this instant a gentle knock was heard 
at the door, and on the summons being 
given to enter, a fine-looking man walked 
in, and bowed courteously to both. 

**Mrs. Grey, I believe," he said, ad- 
dressing himself to the elder lady, who 
bowed ber head in token of acquiescence, 
•*and your daughter,your married daughter, 
I presume, do not think me impertinent or 
inquisitive ; I come bere to do you a service, 
my name is Forest, Sir John Forest, and 
I reside only a short distance from your 
husband." 

" What, Sir !" exclaimed the girl, 
throwing down ber work, and blushing 
scarlet, " you know my husband, Mr. 
John—" 

" Turtlefat," interrupted the gentleman. 

"And where is he?" inquired Mrs. 
Grey, "I am sure my poor child has 
passed many an anxious hour about him ; 
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for more than four months we bave neither 
seen or heard of him, bis wife and children 
are on the brink of starvation — nay would 
bave starved, if it bad not been for tbe 
little assistance I was able to afiFord, and 
tbe work my daugbter bas been able to 
get." 

" Your busband, Mrs. Turtlefat," ad- 
dressing bimself to ber, " is at present re- 
siding in Yorksbire witb bis motber, and 
be bas just come into about two tbousand 
a year by tbe deatb of bis fatber ; but tbe 
wbole estate will eventually fall to bim, 
Carvier Hall is one of tbe finest places in 
tbe county." 

" Wbat !" gasped tbe girl, *' Jobn witb 
two tbousand a year ; wby, be bas always 
told US be bad no fatber or motber, and 
was only a poor city clerk witb eigbty 
pounds per annum. Wbat deception ! but 
I see tbrougb it now, be is asbamed of 
bis wife and cbildren, and wisbes to cast 
ns off." 

" I am almost afraid it is so," replied 
tbe gentleman, " and tbat is wby I came 
bere to-day. Have patience witb me a 
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little, and you will see that I know more 
than you imagine. Your husband, Mrs. 
Grey, was a gentleman of fortune in 
Hampshire, he took to racing and, by bad 
management and betting, managed to ruin 
himself in a short time ; he then turned 
his attention to training horses, and did 
pretty well at it, at least so people thought, 
but on his death some eight years ago, it 
was discovered he left little or nothing to 

you." 

" Too true," murmured the lady, sigh- 
ing, ** but how did you know this ?" 

" Simply because your husband trained 
for me till the time of his death ; well, 
finding you were reduced, you came to 
London where your daughter by her talent 

got an engagement at the Theatre, 

there Mr. John Turtlefat saw her. I 
think I am correct ?" 

"Perfectly, Sir John, every word is 
true, too true. My daughter was properly 
and respectably married to Mr. Turtlefat." 

" Of course she was," replied the 
Baronet, " but you, as country people, did 
not know Sir Turbit Turtlefat was ohe of 
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the great magnates of the city, now what 
object could this young man have in 
keeping his marriage secret ; perhaps 
whilst he was alive, he was afraid of his 
father, but his father is dead, he comes in 
to two thousand a year, stili he keeps his 
marriage a secret. It looks bad, he leaves 
you ali, those who ought to be nearest 
and dearest to him, on the brink of 
starvation, whilst he is taking his ease 
and comfort," he could have said " and 
proposing to other women ;" but he had 
not the heart to expose him further to his 
poor, broken-hearted, weeping wife, he 
had some compassion for her. " This," 
he continued, " cannot be, so I am come 
to take you ali down into Yorkshire; I 
have a little cottage there which is ready 
to receive you, and I hope, I think every- 
thing can be arranged happily and quietly." 

" Oh, Sir John," said the poor girl, 
getting up and casting herself at his knees, 
" how can I sufficiently thank you ?" 

" By immediately rising from that pos- 
ture," said the Baronet, gently lifting 
her. 

VOL. IT. L 
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"But, Sir John," she asked, seatingher- 

self again, "how did you find out ali this 

about me?" 

"Did you ever," said the Baronet, 

" know anyone by the name of Stanhope ?" 
" The Man of the Mist," she breathlessly 

exclaimed, " we never heard what became 
of him." 

" Then I can enlighten you on that 
point. Stanhope was an assumed name, 
his real one is Charles Thornhìll — one of 
the oldest families in England, and my 
dearest friend, he told me about you, and 
begged my interference. I bave had great 
trouble in tracing you, but I bave happily 
succeeded. You will very shortly see 
him. I am returning to-morrow at twelve 
o'clock, I will be bere to take you ali — 
be ready,"* and without waiting for an 
answer, and the thanks that both ladies 
were going to render him, hastily lefb the 
room. 

John Turtlefat was somewhat lonely by 
himself at Carvier Hall — he saw little of 
his mother, who was generally shut up in 
her own room, for she truly grieved the 
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loss of ber husband — he did not go out 
mucli ; Lord Verriefast was getting better 
and stili at Mrs. Sprightly's — and he did not 
like to face the Thornhills ; at other places 
he might have gone to, he knew he was 
certain to be chafted about his shooting, 
so, on the whole, time hung on his hands 
and he was not sorry when he reoeived 
the foUowing note. 

" Dear Turtlefat, 
" Come without ceremony to-morrow and 
dine with me at seven o'clock. I shall be 
quite alone. I wish much to have some 
conversation with you on a matter of 
importance. 

" Yours truly, 
" John Foeest." 

" The Grange, Tuesday." 

"What the deuce can he want with 
me ? A matter of importance — however, 
ni go, I am hombly lonely here, and I 
know he gives capital dinners and first- 
rate wine," so he sat down and wrote a 
note accepting. 

L 2 
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At the time mentioned, Jolm Turtlefat's 
dog-cart drew up at the Baronet's door. 

" How are you, Turtlefat ?" asked the 
Baronet, as the young man entered the 
room, "you are punctual," glancing at 
the time-piece, " there is no one here to 
dine, but perhaps some one may drop in 
later." 

The dinner was not a gay one, for the 
Baronet seemed absent and pondering, 
and Turtlefat was ili at ease for he was 
wondering what the " matter of impor- 
tance " could be, and at Sir John's grave 
demeanour. 

At last the wine was placed on a small 
tabi e before the fire, and the gentlemen 
drew up their chairs on each side, 

" Turtlefat," said the Baronet, after 
some minutes silence, *' I have a very un- 
pleasant matter to broach to you, and I 
wish to do it as kindly as I can — some time 
ago you proposed to Miss Thornhill." 

" Yes, I did," replied the other flushing 
up, *'what of it — no harm, I hope." 

" Harm, Turtlefat — are you aware what 
you did ?" 
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"That fellow Charles ThornhiU told 
you/' exclaimed the other interrupting 
him. 

" Don't fellow him to me, if you please, 
Sir, it is more than you would dare do to 
him — instead of talking in that manner, 
you ought to be more than obliged to him 
for his consideration in not having ex- 
posed you. I am sorry to speak to you 
thus in my own house, but I must do so 
and plainly." 

"Thornhill was jealous of my attentions 
to his cousin." 

" Of course he was, Turtlefat, most jea- 
lous and with reason." 

" I don't know why. The field was 
open to me, as well as to him, Sir John ?" 

" No, Sir, it was not open to you ; how 
dare you talk in such a way, I have yet 
to learn what right a married man, a 
family man, has to propose to anyone. By 
Heaven, Sir, if this was known, you would 
be horsewhipped out of the county." 

Had a thunderbolt fallen at his feet 
John Turtlefat could not have looked more 
scared or aghast. He trembled as if smit- 



150 WON IN A CANTER. 

ten by palsy, his face and lips assumed a 
ghastly hue, and his band shook so that 
he was unable to pour out a glass of wine. 
He had no idea that Thornhill had told ali 
about him, or that he knew ali. 

"Turtlefat," said the Baronet, "be 
cairn, no great mischief is done, and 
ali things may yet go well, that is if you 
act like a man and a gentleman ; for what 
reason bave you left your poor helpless 
wife and innocent children to starve ?" 

" Not starve, Sir John, for God's sake 
do not say starve, anything but that," and 
he laid his head in his hands and sobbed 
aloud. The Baronet stood looking at him 
silently, but not a word did he utter. " I 
own, Sir John," said the humiliated and 
crestfallen man at last, lifting up his face 
so white and ghastly, that his host was 
frightened at beholding it, " I own that 
I have been everything that is bad and 
treacherous, that I have acted as a black- 
guard and a villain, but I did not think, 
or give a thought it was so bad. Thorn- 
hill told you of course, how did he know 
ali about this wretched affair ?" 
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" As you bave asked me, Turtlefat, I will 
teli you. After your wife was married to 
you, and was finishing ber engagment at the 

Theatre, she was often importuned 

by various gentlemen, one night in par- 
ticular, someone was more than rude, and 
she in her agitation ran to Thornhill, then 
Stanhope, for protection. Poor girl in her 
excitement and fright she let out she was 
married to you. This is how Thornhill knew 
it, but he has never mentioned a word to 
a living soul, except myself. When you 
proposed to his cousin, he was naturally 
very indignant, and told me the whole 
story." 

" My God, it is too true !" exclaimed 
Turtlefat, " would that I could undo the 
past." 

" Do you mean by that," asked his host, 
" you would unmarry yourself ?" 

" No, Sir John, no. I doated on Mona, 
but how can I ever face her again ?" 

*'Easily, Turtlefat, your wife has notthe 
most distant idea you proposed to another, 
we must use a little deception, the fact 
is — the fact is your wife, her children, and 
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Mrs. Grey are now in Yorkshire. I took 
it on myself to find them in London, and 
I rescued them, when in such a pitch of 
misery and desolation, that knowing the 
world as I do, I shudder to think of it 
and what might have been the conse- 
quences." 

" Mona in Yorkshire, Sir John I Where 
are they ?" asked his bewildered guest. 

" At a cottage of mine, not two miles 
from this. The dose carriage will be 
round in half-an-hour, I am going to take 
you there to make your peace. I have 
thought over it and arranged everything. 
Charles Thornhill, who is more your friend 
than you give him credit for, has explained 
to his cousin that your proposing to her was 
when you were under the excitement from 
too much liquor — it was the only pian we 
could hit on, and it was a fact, for you 
were. Make your mother acquainted with 
your marriage, she is not likely to say 
anything but kindness, you can then go to 
the House to live ; but if you take my 
advice, travel on the Continent for a year 
or so, your wife wants change, and long 
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before you think of returning the matter 
will bave blown over quietly." 

Jobn Turtlefat was so tborougbly 
asbamed of bimself, tbat be sat in silence 
sipping bis wine. 

" I bope, Turtlefat," said tbe Baronet, 
at last, " you do not regret wbat I bave 
done." 

" Not at al], Sir Jobn, but tbe fact is — 
I do not see my way out of tbis mess." 

" Don't you ? well I do ; come, take a 
glass of wine. I bear tbe carriage coming 
round, never be asbamed of doing wbat is 
rigbt." 

In a few minutes after botb gentlemen 
drove towards tbe cottage of Mrs. Jobn 
Turtlefat, wbicb tbey sbortly after arrived 
at. 

" Don't say more tban you are obliged, 
Turtlefat, tbe least said tbe soonest 
mended." 

" I sball foUow your advice, Sir Jobn. 
God knows I bave little to say, and tbat 
little will not redound to my credit." 

*' Jobn 1" exclaimed bis wife, as be 
entered tbe room. " Ab, Jobn, I am so 
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glad to see you," and the poor thing be- 
gan to sob. 

"Of course vou are. Mrs. Turtlefat/' 
put in the Baronet, " and so is Mrs. Grey, 
are you not ?" winking significantly at the 
old lady who sat rigidly in her chair, and 
looking as severe as it was possible for 
her to do. " I think," he continued, '* it 
will be the wiser and better pian to defer 
ali explanations, at least, till I am gone, 
and which I must do now," looking at his 
watch, " for I have another appointment," 
and wishing them ali good night, left the 
room chuckling and thinking how capitally 
he had managed, and how cleverly he had 
brought husband and wife together. 

John Turtlefat was thoroughly and 
heartily ashamed of himself, but he man- 
aged to make his peace with his wife and 
mother-in-law. " The fact is Mona," he 
said, " when I married you I was afraid 
of the governor and to teli him what I 
had done ; when he died, I did not know 
how I should explain matters to you — my 
long absence and silence, I kept putting 
it oflf from day to day. I never can thank 
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Sir John suflBciently for what he has done. 
There, my darling Mona, I can say no 
more, it makes me mad to think of it ali." 

" Say no more about it, you shall never 
have cause to find fault, John," exclaimed 
the fond and doating woman, casting her- 
self into his arms, and nestling her head 
on his shoulder. ** I will never allude to 
the miserable past again ; but you promise 
me, do you not, always to remain true 
and honest to your wife and children ?" 

** On my honour, Mona, true tilldeath." 
And he kept his word. 

Old Mrs. Turtlefat was- somewhat 
astonished the next morning when her 
son walked in and announced his marriage. 

** Why on earth, John, did you not teli 
me and your poor father of it, long ago ? 
two children do you say ? Goodness 
gracious, to think of my John being a 
family man. Perhaps after ali you did 
right in not letting your father know, for 
he was bent on your marrying a woman 
with money. You must take the oarriage 
at once and bring tliem back here ; gracious 
goodness ! to think I have been a grand- 



156 WON IN A CANTER. 

mother for so long, and I not to know it. 
I daresay the poor dear children bave not 
been half atttended to," And she buatled 
from the room to get ali ready, and to 
look over various receipts, certain cures 
for chicken-pox, scarlatina and other ills 
that childhood is subject to, and felt quite 
convinced in ber own mind that nothing 
would save her darling grandchildren but 
a course of her medicine at least twice a 
week for the next month to come. 

Mona Turtlefat, her children and mo- 
ther, who old Mrs. Turtlefat would have, 
were welcomed with the greatest affection 
and cordiali ty at Carvi er Hall, and if kind- 
ness could have killed the little ones, their 
stay on this earth would have been brief. 

" I never in my life, John — gracious 
goodness, how beautiful Mona is — no 
wonder you married her, you sly fello w ; 
and the children, lovely little angels, but 
I am certain they have worms, and Cicy 
has a cold into the bargain. Baby is not 
cutting his teeth properly, I must make 
him a soothing syrup, which will drive 
them through in less than no time." 
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John felt a proud and happy man, he 
had got out of an awful scrape, and was 
now resolved to do right — he had means 
to keep his family as they ought to be kept, 
and with every comfort. 

A few days saw a host of dressmakers 
from London at the house, and before the 
week was out, his wife and children were 
clothed in a manner befitting their station. 

The neighbourhood wondered at first 
about Jack and his wife ; but as they found 
ali the best people had called on them, 
which was done through the instrumentality 
of Sir John Forest, it ceased to be a matter 
of speculation. AH agreed in one thing, 
and that was Mrs. John Turtlefat was not 
only very beautiful, but perfectly well-bred, 
mannered, and a lady in ali respects. 

John went to work with a will. Settled 
ali his afi^airs, invested in a large travelling 
carriage and started with his wife, children, 
mother-in-law and mother (for the old lady 
would not be left behind) for the Continent, 
intending to take a six months' tour, 

They were a truly happy party, the past 
was never alluded to or spoken of. John 
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had no end of things to attend to, but his 
chief delight after his wife and children, was 
in assiduously attending to the cultivation 
of a beard and moustache, and which his 
wife said wonderfuUy improved his ap- 
pearance. 

" Look bere, Mona," he exclaimed one 
morning, entering the room with an open 
letter in his band, after they had been 
away some short time. **Here is news, 
Lord Verriefast is shortly going to be mar- 
ried to Miss Bessie Sprightly. Old Colonel 
Down^ is already married to ber mother. 
The hunt-dinner and ball is to take place 
in a month, and they are going to wind 
up the season with steeplechases." 

" Who is the letter f rom, John ?" asked 
his wife. 

" From Charlie Thornhill ; poor fellow 
he does not seem to get on as well, 
or as quickly as he ought. l've an 
idea," he continued, " let us go over 
to the ball and steeplechases, we can 
leave my mother and Mrs. Grey with 
the children." 

Mrs. Turtlefat approved of the pian, she 
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said it would be a capital thing for John 
to show with his wife. Ali the county were 
sure to be there, and she advised them by 
ali means to go ; so John wrote a letter to 
the housekeeper and told her to bave 
Carvier Hall in readiness for them three 
days before the steeplechases were to take 
place. 

John Turtlefat was proud of his wife, 
he regretted the way in which he had acted 
and now endeavoured to make every 
amends for his past conduct ; his wife was 
dressed as well as the first Parisian 
modistes were able to dress her— beautiful 
at ali times, she looked ten times more so in 
the stylish costumes which only French- 
women know how to make. She and her 
husband arrived at the Hall at the ap- 
pointed time. 



CHAPTBE Vili. 

THE HUNT-DINNEE. 

A HUNT-DiNNER, although looked forward 
to by a great many as a very jolly thing, 
is to the ardent f ox-hunter a sort of funeral 
dirge, for it generally takes place at the dose 
of the season — for men who do not race, 
shoot, fish, yacht, cricket, or amuse them- 
selves in any other ways, the end of a 
hunting season is hailed with regret. 

A dinner, especially a hunt-dinner is an 
event. How some earnestly hope so-and- 
so is not to be there. " Infernal wet 
blanket you know, got a new song I want 
to sing but can't do so till old Mutton 
Chops leaves, and he is suro to sit it ali 
out, what a glorious thing if he would 
only get a spili, or an attack of gout." 
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Another again, " The dinner would be 
sure to go off capitally if that Charley 
Gammut was not to be there, of course 
he would be wanting to sing — howl I cali 
it — ali night, his rubbishing hunting songs, 
with a beastly chorus enough to crack the 
drums of a fellow's ears you know. As 
for music there was not a single true note 
in it, he had as much voice as a tin-kettle. 
Hang the fellow, I wish he may get a 
cropper, have an infernal cold, or laid up 
with the influenza, anything but his cursed 
bowling ; if fellows get tired of each other 
and want singing, why the deuce don't 
they get professionals ?" 

Such are the remarks usually made 
before hunt-dinners, not forgetting the 
inevitable speech-maker, who is never off 
his legs, but is at last brought down by 
some inconsiderate young fellow, in a 
moment of irritation and impatience, 
catching him a tremendous smack with 
a large lump of orange peel ; it is effective — 
the orator is silenced for the rest of the 
evening. 

However, there was to be a hunt-dinner 
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and also a huDt-ball, not jumbled up and 
both to take place the same evening ; for 
it was well-known that the men of tho 
Wareheel Hunt adopted the time-honoured 
custom of sitting after dinner and enjoy- 
ing their wine, as good wine should be 
enjoyed, not gulping down a few glasses 
and then bolting. 

The Wareheel men were not hard 
drinkers, but would not be hurried over 
their liquor, so the dinner was to take 
place one night and the ball a week after. 
Great were the preparations to be made ; 
as is usuai, the country dressmakers were 
bullied to death by the ladies, and the 
landlord of the house, where the dinner 
was to be given, by the wine committee — 
forty-seven port, and no other, would 
they have, the Madeira of the very best, 
and the champagne Ròderer's. 

Our friends Shirkington DufiFer, MuflF- 
ington Bluster, Major Rasper, and Colonel 
Downey were now, by their subscriptions, 
entitled to wear the club button. The 
Major and the Colonel, however, as 
old stagers, cared not about the button 



WON IN A CANTER. 163 

and were quite content to wear their 
dress pinks without altering them. 

Bluster, however, afiFected the button; 
what his former friend and companion, 
Shirkington, who was now living by him- 
self in solitary grandeur, was going to do, 
he had not the least idea; but that gen- 
leman who was always inclined to be a 
little dressy, and who, moreover, thought 
he looked uncommonly well and killing 
in a pink, had a new one made with the 
correct white satin lining and green velvet 
coUar, and the button with W. H. H. 
embossed in frosted letters on it. 

At the hour appointed, dog-carts, tan- 
dems, waggonettes, broughams, mail- 
phaetons, and various other kinds of con- 
veyances began to deposit their freights 
at the entrance door of the Star and 
Garter. 

Mr. Conyers was in the chair, and Lord 
Verriefast, now a short time married, 
vice. Old Mr. Thornhill, Charlie Thorn- 
hill, Sir John Forest, Captain Slyfox, 
Lord Lavender, and John Turtlefat, who 
had arrived with his wife from the con- 
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tinent the previous day together, and Major 
Bouricer Brag were amongst the guests. 
Chariie looked stili wan and sickly biit 
was gradually picking up. 

The dinner provided was excellent, and 
even that old gourmand, Colonel Downey, 
who had also taken to his manly bosom the 
widow Sprightly, allowed, as the cloth was 
removed and the wine and dessert set on 
the polished mahogany, for the Wareheel 
Hunt stuck to old fashions, that he had 
never sat down to a better feed. 

"By Gad, Sir, a splendid dinner, and 
worthy of an emperor ; and by the pace 
the bottle is being pushed along, promises 
to be a pretty merry meeting." 

Before any of the toasts and speech- 
making commenced, the aflFairs of the Ware- 
heel Hunt were stated by the honourable 
secretary, expenditure, funds in hand and 
so forth — then carne the usuai coUection 
for the huntsman and whips. Then the 
time for the steeplechase was fixed and 
other minor matters, after which the 
Queen, the Royal Family and other toasts 
were duly proposed and responded too. 
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But in the midst of ali their gaiety a 
hubbub of voices was heard at the centre 
of the table. 

" Ride, Sir, you can ride no better than 
a tailor," an unmistakeably angry voice 
was heard to utter. ^' Although you have 
beaten, at least so you said, Major Rasper 
four miles over the stiffest country in 
England, yet I repeat you can ride no 
better than a tailor ; bang me but l'U make 
a match with you myself if you like at 
these next steeplechases, that is if the 
committee will allow us to run — make it 
for a hundred if you choose." 

" My good fellow," said Shirkington, 
** don't talk about things you know nothing 
of, you could not ride a steeple-chase, 
so what is the use of talking about a thing 
you don't intend to carry through." 

" But I will carry it through,'' replied 
the other earnestly. " Mr. Chairman, my 
lords and gentlemen," exclaimed Bluster, 
rising up in considerable héat, " may I be 
permitted to say a few words ?" 

*' Certainly, Mr. Bluster ;" said the good- 
humoured Conyers, he saw some fun was 
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coraing, and determined not to check it 
as long as he could keep it within bounds. 

" The fact is, gentlemen," commenced 
Bluster, " Mr, DuflTer has publicly thought 
proper to say that T could not ride, to 
which I answered, he could ride no better 
than a tailor/' 

** Bravo !" exclaimed several voices, ** go 
it, Bluster, give him a dusting, and make 
the pace hot." 

" I have never seen a tailor ride," con- 
tinued the angry gentleman, " but I have 
ever understood they were bad hands 
across country, and that is why I applied 
the observation to Mr. Duffer. I now 
publicly challenge him to a match 
at the forthcoming steeple-chases for 
a hundred guineas, to ride either of 
our own horses which we now possess, 
owners up, of course, and catch 
weights. I am the heavier man of the two, 
therefore, as regards that he will have the 
pulì of me, but I don*t mind throwing 
away a few pounds to insure a match ; 
I therefore hope the Committee will allow 
US to make use of the steeple-chase ground. 
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This, gentlemen, is ali I ha ve to say, and 
I hope you will forgive me for trespassing 
on your time." 

*' Bravo, Bluster !" was shouted from ali 
parts of the table. 

The Wareheel mew loved a sporting 
match, what tyke doea not ? and this 
match promised to be one to their taste. 

" Now, Duffer," exclaimed thepartisans 
of that gentleman, " up and at him ; never 
do to back out you know, old fellow, must 
accept you know, or show the white 
feather." 

" Mr. Chairraan, my lords and gentle- 
men," commenced Shirkington, very slowly 
and pompously, throwing back his coat, 
and placing his hand in the most artistic 
oratorial position, " Mr, Bluster has 
thought proper to challenge me to a 
match across country for a hundred aside, 
as an old hand at these kind of things — '* 

" Where, where, name P^" simultaneously 
shouted out Oolonel Downey and Major 
Rasper. 

" An old hand at these kind of things," 
continued Shirkington, stili more pom- 
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pously, and not noticing the intemiption, 
" I consider Mr. Bluster exceedingly 
fooUsh." 

" Why foolisb ?" bawled out Bluster in 
bis tum. 

" Why, Sir ?'*^ returned Shirkington, 
looking at bis late friend in a magnificent 
manner, " because I shall be sure to beat 
you." 

" I am not so sure of that," retorted 
the other. " Will you accept my challenge, 
yes or no ; l'U stand my chance of being 
beaten, and perhaps I may manage to 
turn the tables on such a celebrated 
steeple-chase rider as yourself." 

Pen, ink, and paper being called for, 
the terms of the match were soon reduced 
to wridng, to which each gentleman ap- 
pended his signature, amidst the bravos 
and plaudits of their several partisans. 

"TU take you in hand," whispered 
Major Rasper to Bluster, " don't you fear, 
old boy, l'U put you in form to lick that 
snob, and your borse too, so keep your 
pecker up, old fello w." 

John Turtlefat was pleased at the way 
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he had been met, Sir John Forest had 
been exceedingly kind and cordial to 
him, as well as ali the other gentlemen he 
knew or was acquainted with, and he had 
no fears as to how his wife would be 
received on the foUowing week. 

The only one who seemed to be low and 
out of spirits was Charlie Thornhill, but 
this was attributed to his illness. He drank 
little and said less, and seemed to be 
totally out of place amongst them ali, so 
much so that his uncle advised their 
slipping quietly away, which they pre- 
sently did. 

About eleven o'clock Mr. Shirkington 
DufiFer mounted his high tandem cart, 
considerably elevated — he was not tipsy, 
only very merry and happy ; he had no 
servant with him, the two men he had 
were obliged to remain at home and mind 
the other horses. 

Shirkington drove along with a huge 
cigar in his mouth, and thinking how he 
would polish oflF Bluster in the steeple- 
chase match, when he was sent flying 
violently out of his seat into the hedge by 
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the road-side ; it was pitch dark, he had no 
lights and could see nothing. 

Finding he was unhurt, he scrambled 
out, ran into the road, and managed to 
gei to his horse's head. He found he had 
driven into a pony carriage which had 
stopped in the road, but which had been 
going home the same way as himself. 

*' Oh ! blazes, here's a start !" exclaimed 
a voice which was not unfamiliar to DuflFer's 
ear. 

" Is a stud-groom to be druv into and 
killed in this way, FU write to the Com- 
missioners of woods and forests, l'U write 
to Billy Gladstone and Bobby Lowe, l'U 
take the change out of you, whoever you 
may be." 

** Why, hang me," said Shirkington, " if 
it's not Pastern." 

" Yes, it were, Sir," replied that worthy 
withhalf-drunkengravity. " Oh, Mr. Duffer, 
I beg your pardon, Sir, the fact is I druv 
over on the quiet to see the 'unt-dinner, 
and was a little convivial with my friends ; 
but where the blazes is the pony ?" 
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He might well ask the question, for the 
pony was non est. 

The truth was, the worthy and illustrious 
groom had, unknown to Mrs. Downey, 
taken the pony and carriage and driven 
over to the '* Star and Garter," where 
the hunt-dinner had taken place ; there 
with a few kindred spirits succeeded in 
getting rather jovial. Driving home and 
falling asleep on the way, the pony had 
stopped whilst he had been doing his forty 
winks, some larkish young farmers coming 
along and finding him in the arms of 
Morpheus, had quietly unharnessed the 
animai, which quickly cantered oflF to his 
own stable leaving the carriage and the 
unconscious Mr. Pastern behind. 

" My word there will be a pretty row 
when I gets home,'' remarked the trust- 
worthy servant, " I shall be sacked for a 
'undred ; my only chance will be that missus 
and master are gene to bed. The Colonel, 
I know, left in a fly an hour before I did. 
l'U teli you what, Sir," he continued, " the 
only way will be for you to allow me to tie 
the carriage behind your cart — ^you pass 
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our gate, I can then manage ; I shall never 
gei home unless you do, for it's snowing 
heavily." 

This was a fact, and it was freezing hard 
as well, the snow coming down in large 
and blinding flakes. 

" AH right ;" said Shirkington, " look 
sharp about it, it is deuced cold." 

" Take a drop of this, Sir," said Pas- 
tern, producing a quart bottle of gin. " I 
was bringing it home for the cook." The 
old liar had got it for himself . 

** Ah !" exclaimed Duffer, when he had 
taken a pretty good pali, which made his 
eyes water. *' This warms the cockles of 
a fello w's heart — never was colder in my 
life." 

" Or I either," returned Pastern, put- 
ting the bottle to his lips, which he kept 
there for a second or two. 

Having fastened the pony-carriage be- 
hind the cart, they wended their way 
slowly towards home ; on arriving at 
Downey's cottage gate, they found the 
pony quietly waiting there. 

'* AH right !" exclaimed the now tipsy 
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Pasteru, for the last pulì at the bottle 
had settled him. "I can manage," and 
so he did, for he got the pony and car- 
riage in without anyone being a bit the 
wiser. 

Before Shirkington left him, however, 
he took another drain of Pastern's gin. 

" Tve got you now, you old humbug," 

soliloquised Shirkington, "if you come 

any of your insolence to me for the future, 

FU split," and gathering the reins in his 

half-frozen hands, he drove slowly away. 

The gin he had drank, made him feel 

drowsy and sleepy, and at last he let 

the borse which, fortunately for him, was 

a quiet one, take his own way through 

the snow. 

^ 1» ^ ^ « 

A high tandem cart was being driven 
rapidly along one dark night in one of the 
wildest parts of the North Riding of York- 
shire. The ground was thickly covered 
with snow, which was stili falling heavily, 
and the face of the driver could not 
be seen, for he was muffled up to the eyes 
with a huge wrapper. 
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" Whither away, whither away r" shriek- 
ed out a score of voices ali at once. 

*' What the devil is that?" asked he in 
the cart, of himself, as the strange sounds 
caught his ear, " hang me if I don't think 
rm cut, had a glass too much." 

" Whither away, whither away !" cho- 
rused the voices again. 

The driver peered steadfastly about, 
but nothing could he see. 

" I know what it is," he exclaimed, 
"it's drinking hot grog, it's the lemon 
and sugar, if l'd stuck to the cold 
it would have been ali right," and he 
drove on, muttering to himself. 

*' Whither away, whither away ?" cho- 
rused the voices again ; before they had 
been at a distance, but now they were 
much nearer. 

"TU whither away you, my lads !" ex- 
claimed the driver, tightening his grasp 
on his whip, " let me catch one of you 
within reach of my lash, and l'U cut a bit 
clean out of you." 

" Will you ?" said a voice dose to the 
cart, " do it," and at the same instant a 
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figure turned no end of sommersaults 
beside the vehicle as it went along. 

The horse did not seem to mind the 
figure or shy a bit, which now sommer- 
saulted before him, and now beside 
him. 

The driver' s hair stood on end, and yet 
he was not afraid, and made two or three 
vicious cuts at the tumbler when he 
thought he had got him within reach of 
his thong. 

" Ha, ha, ha !" laughed the gobhn, or 
whateverit was, *' how the deuce can you 
take a fly off your leader' s ear, if you 
cannot hit me ?" he jeeringly asked, and 
at the same time he sprang on the horse's 
withers. 

The driver gàve one tremendous cut at 
the body, and his whip went clean through 
it, the head and shoulders and arms 
tumbled on one side of the cart, and the 
body and legs on the other. 

" Ha, ha, ha !" screamed the figure 
again. 

The head and shoulders stili went on 
tumbling as well as the body and legs. 
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ttey got in advance of the cart, roUed 
together, and were whole again. 

" Ha^ ha, ha ! well struck indeed, try 
it again, old boy," and the figure vaulted 
on to the horse's back. The driver 
groaned, as he tried to strike the goblin 
again, but his arra was powerless. 

" Strike, strike !" shouted the demon. 

The driver plucked up courage, and 
struck again, but as he did so the figure 
vanished. 

" Well l'm damned, this licks ali crea- 
tion," exclaimed he in the cart, " it beats 
cock-fighting into chalks, this does, Tm 
drunk, that's what I am ; it's ali bosh." 

" Whither away, whither away ?" pre- 
sently recommenced the voices, and he 
saw the same weird figure tumbling beside 
him, and running dose behind him was 
a f emale in a bright red cloak. 

**Dash me, but that's Alice," said he 
in the cart ; " what the deuce does she do 
here on such a night as this ? I say, hi 
— here — Alice!" he bawled out, **jump 
up, you will catch your death of cold," 

She did not take any notice, or even 
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turn ber head, but kept running along. 
He whipped bis borse, and endea- 
voured to overtake ber, but fast as he 
went, sbe and the goblin went faster, bis 
cart seemed to stick in tbe snow and be 
could not catcb tbem, 

" Ha ! ba ! ba !" screamed tbe goblin, 
" come along, old fellow." 

" You infernal rascal !" roared tbe driver, 
" wbat tbe devil do you do witb my wife ?" 

" Not your wife, tbougb sbe ougbt to 
be," replied tbe figure, giving one tre- 
mendous bound, and turning over several 
times in tbe air. 

" Not your wife, tbougb I ougbt to be," 
exclaimed tbe female, and catcbing bold 
of tbe goblin' s band, tbey ran along at a 
tremendous pace, and were soon out of 
sigbt. 

" It's ali bosb," said tbe driver, blowing 
on bis fingers to warm tbem, "it's ali 
bosb. Tbis Comes of mixing your liquor, 
and going in for bot grog." 

" It is not tbe grog," answered a voice 
at bis side. Turning bis head, tbere, 
seated besidebim, was tbe detestable figure. 
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The driver made a grasp at the demoD, 
but he had vanished. 

" The Lord be merciful to me I" ejacu* 
lated the frightened man, the perspiration 
running from liim, and his teeth chatter* 
ing with fright, " what the devil is it ?" 

" Ah ! what the devil is it ?" and the 
figure was seated on the borse' s withers 
faced towards the driver, " why don't you 
marry Alice ?" he asked. 

" Marry ber, Mr. Ghost !" tremblingly 
uttered the other, " because — because she 
bas no money, and tbere is such a difference 
in our stations." 

"Stations be hanged !" screamed the 
demon, " she is far better than you," and 
he vaulted off the horse's back as a vicious 
cut was made at him. " No you don't, 
my good fellow," laughed the goblin as 
he tumbled along. ** l'il stick to you for 
ever, marry ! marry ! marry !" 

'' Whither away ? whither away?" cbo- 
rused the voices again. 

He, in the cart, felt ready to fall out of 
it from fright, as a liost of goblins seized 
on him and pommelled him well. 
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•* Hey, what ? what's ali this infernal 
row about ? Is the house on fire ?" asked 
the driver, as he felt himself roughly 
shaken. 

** Master, Master, for God's sake, wake 
up !" sBouted a voice in his ear, " it 
is niorning, and we have found you at 
the gate. You're amost frozed to death," 

Shirkington woke up. ** Why, yes, upon 
my soul ! Chapman, is that you ?" 

"Yes, indeed, it is master. You're 
covered with snow, why you must have 
been here for hours." 

Shirkington looked round, the cart was 
deeply imbedded in snow before his own 
gate, and his unfortunate borse looked as 
if it was covered with a sheet. Duflfer was 
so cold and stifF that he could not stir an 
inch. 

** Here, take me out," he piteously ex- 
claimed, " I cannot move," his head was 
splitting, and he felt almost dying. 

With great difficulty his two servants 
got him out, and put him to bed. 

" Dashed if the governor has not taken 
his gruel pretty kindly," said one of the 
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men to the old woman who was just 
going to light the fire in her master's bed- 
room, " he's nigh frozen to death ; I never 
see a gentleman more mops and brooms 
in my life, I shook him for fìve minutes 
before I could wake him up. Lucky I got 
up as I did, I thought there was some- 
thing wrong ; another hour would have 
cooked his goose, 'twas the spirits as kept 
him alive. This Comes of going to hunt- 
dinners, I hkes men who can carry their 
liquor, I do ; dashed if the least thing does 
not make master screwed. Keep him warm, 
Mary, and let there be a roaring fire, he 
will soon come to, and be calling out for 
soda and brandy, or hot tea; you give him 
a little laced tea, that will bring him 
round sooner than anything else ; now I 
must go and look after the unfortunate 
borse, it is past seven o'clock." 

It was late in the day before Shirking- 
ton awoke, and called for tea, his mind 
was conf used, and he hardly knew what 
he did ; but by degrees his memory re- 
turned to him. He remembered driving 
into Fastem, and taking him and the 
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pony-camage home, and he recoUected 
the heavy parting pulì he had taken at the 
gin-bottle. 

•* That is it," he exclaimed, jumping up 
in his bed, " it is the beastly gin that did 
it ali. Here, Mary, what o'clock is it ?'* 

** Just three, Sir," answered the servant, 
** dear heart alive ! how you have been 
dreaming and calling out in your sleep, 
we were ali frightened ; you was most froze 
to death when they took you out of the 
cart. It's ali along of them hunt-dinners, 
I can't abide 'em." 

Buffer was really very ili ; he had caught 
a violent cold and was horribly seedy into 
the bargain, so he determined not to get 
up, and keep quietly in bed. 

" If you please, Sir, Lady Verriefast's 
maid is below to see you," said his servant, 
coming into the room just as it was getting 
dusk, " she has brought a note whioh she 
says she must deliver herself." 

"Alice Lee here!" rephed Shirking- 
ton, turning scarlet, " show her up, Mary. 
Here give me my dressing-gown." 

** What on earth. Alice, brings you 
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bere ?" asked Shirkington, the instant his 
servant left the room. " What note have 
you brought, who is it from ?" 

" Oh," exclaimed the poor girl, sinking 
down in a chaii» beside the bed. " I am 
so miserable, there is no note, it is only 
an excuse of mine to see you. My mis- 
tress and Lord Verriefast are going out to 
dine, 80 I got leave to be out this evening, 
and bribed one of the men to drive me 
over. I heard you were nearly killed last 
night, it is ali over the place how you were 
found in your cart this morning." 

"Well, but Alice, what did you come 
for, there must be something ?" 

" Oh ! do not speak that cold way," she 
uttered. *' I have been seen walking about 
with you very much lately, and it is sure 
to get to her Ladyship's ears ; not that I 
have done anything wrong, but the world 
will not think so." 

"Well, letthe world think so, Alice," 
replied Shirkington, testily. 

"No, that will not do," answered his 
companion, " you know how you have 
Bworn you loved me, you know how time 
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after tirae youVe said you'U marry me, 
and only me ; you know how you bave 
endeavoured to lead me astray, ìd which 
you bave never succeeded or ever will. You 
think I am not good enougli to be your 
wife — my poor father was better oflf than 
yours once, I was educated as well as 
money could make me ; you think because 
I am a servant, I have never seen better 
days — had not my father ruined himself by 
over-speculating, I should bave been in a 
very different position to what I am now ; 
I might have gone out as a governess at 
eighty or a hundred a year, but I preferred 
a lady's maid's place at sixteen to the 
drudgery of a school-room. This you 
know well for I told you ali, youVe dallied 
and trifled with me till Tm looked at with 
suspicion; oh, Shirk, do what you have 
promised, I will make you a true and f aith- 
ful wife." 

"My good girl," replied Duflfer, im- 
mensely flattered, though he pretended 
not to be so, " it is a matter that requires 
great consideration. Marriage is not a 
thing to rush into hurriedly ; you would 
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be, I know, ali you say — you're sweetly 
pretty, lovely teeth, face, figure, foot, 
and complexion, it cannot be denied ; but 
stili l'm in no hurry for the matrimoniai 
yoke, let us wait a little." 

" I will wait as long as you like," re- 
plied the girl, meekly, "but I will not 
meet you again or walk about with you, I 
am compromised enough as it is ; you think 
I have no feeling but you are mistaken, 
much as I like you, I love my good name 
better. I know your character well, you 
are an essentially selfish person, but might 
grow out of it, you might become a different 
man, fond of home, and those around you, 
at any rate I am willing to risk it. You 
have money to give me the position in the 
world I once held ; you see I ara very plain, 
and speak what I think. You will never 
do in grand society, why not settle 
down quietly in some pretty little farm, 
you might keep your horses and breed 
them too, if you liked. Look at Mr. 
Allsnob and his wife, how happy and 
comfortable they are, and you might be 
the same." 
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Shìrkington laj and pondered what he 
should do, and then by way of turning the 
conversatìon told her of the match that 
was to come oflf between Bluster and hìm- 
self , of his running into Pastern ; then he 
took a long dreamy look at Alice, She was 
a wonderfiiUy pretty and genteel-looking 
girl, stili he could not make up his mind 
to say he would marry her, which he knew 
he had promised time after time to do ; he 
was fond of her in his way, but DuflTer 
liked his liberty, and had mentally re- 
solved not to part with it easily. So Alice 
left him in tears without anything being 
eflfected. 




CHAPTER IX. 



THE HUNT-BALL. 



FoR some days Buffer was very ili, but 
OH the morDing of the hunt-ball was him- 
self again, he contemplated with delight 
his dress pink which he was to don. 

" There is not such a made coat as 
this," he exclaimed in ecstacy, "in the 
whole of Yorkshire, fits to a miracle," but 
he was dreadfuUy disgusted in the ball- 
room to see young Sir William Wildman 
in a much better cut one, and got up by 
the master-hand of Poole. 

Sir William was a very wealthy young 
baronet ; good looking, generally liked, and 
a liberal supporter of ali country pastimes. 

The whole of the elite of the county 
were present. Lord and Lady Verriefast 
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were amongst the early arrivals ; the former 
had quite recovered the eflfects of his ill- 
ness, as had his wife, who looked extremely 
well and handsome, beautifuUy dressed 
in good taste, and quiet in demeanor, she 
was allowed by ali to be a very fascinating 
woman, and well worthy of the position 
she occupied, and that his Lordship was 
an exceedingly lucky man in choosing so 
well and judiciously as he had. 

Colonel and Mrs. Downey were also 
amongst the early arrivals. 

" By Gad," remarked the old militaire 
to his better half, ** Bessy, I mean Lady 
Verrief ast, looks superb, she does upon my 
life." 

"My dear Bessy," said Mrs. Downey, 
getting her daughter into a quiet corner, 
** you look beautiful, but if anything should 
happen to your hair or dress ?" 

" Well it does not matter," replied her 
daughter, " I have Alice with me, so you 
need have no fear." 

The company now began to arrivo fast ; 
John Turtlefat and his pretty wife ; old Mr. 
ThornhiU, his daughter and Charlie ; Lord 
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and Lady Lavender; Lady Mary and 
Captain Slyfox, Major Easper, Bouncer 
Braer, Bluater, and Sir John Foresta ali 
put in an appearance. 

Then there was a Miss Bullion, an 
heiress, the daughter of a largo cotton- 
spinner, with a hundred thousand tho day 
she marriod ; but she was so exceedingly 
plain, that no one as yet had come forward 
to pop the momentous question. 

Shirkington had heard of her, and at 
once got an introduction ; to her he talked 
of hunting his horses, his races and steeple- 
chases, and bragged away to his heart's 
content ; and as the young lady was not 
much sought after — he had it pretty well his 
own way — constituted himself her cavalier 
for the evening and made strong running ; 
but a pair of eyes were watching him he 
little thought of — at the back of the 
orchestra, with several others, sat Alice 
Lee quietly looking on. 

" By Jove, Bluster," remarked the 
Colonel to that gentleman, " but Duffer's 
coming it strong in that quarter," nodding 
his head sapiently towards where the 
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couple were seated, " that will be a case." 

"Very likely, Colonel, she has plenty 
of money, and though very plain and of 
no family, which ali these Yorkshire people 
look for, is I am told a very nice girl." 

" Any girl would be too good for tbat 
snob," remarked the Colonel, as he turned 
away. 

Mary Thornhill looked beautiful, and 
was the acknowledged belle of the room. 
Charlie had not asked her to dance, as he 
was yet too weak to take any violent 
exercise. 

Sir William paid the young lady evident 
and marked attention ; he had been con- 
stantly at the Thornhill' s lately on the 
pretence of calling on Charlie, but some- 
how or other that gentleman was always 
too unwell to see him. 

The fact was, Charlie did not like the 
young baronet, why will presently appear. 
Mary had already danced twice with him 
and that was twice too many to please 
Thornhill. 

" Here, Charlie !" exclaimed Lady Mary 
Slyf ox, ** come and sìt by mei I nerer saw 
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anyone look so utterly wretched and woe^ 
begone as you are — what is the matter ?" 

"I am tired and weary," said the 
young man, as he sat down by her, "I 
want to get home, but supper will not be 
ready for nearly an hour, and Mary says 
she is engaged to the very last dance; 
and there is no chance of moving my 
uncle from the whist-table." 

" Charlie," said her Ladyship, looking 
keenly at him, " you are a noodle, I always 
gave you credit for being a sharp fellow, 
but really I begin to imagine that such is 
not the case; you can have ali you want 
for asking, (this she said with marked 
emphasis) and yet you will not ask." 

" I do not know what you mean. Lady 
Mary," replied the .young man, colouring 
up, '^ I — I — there is someone calling me, 
I suppose it is about the supper," and he 
abruptly left her. 

The lady smiled as he took his dopar ture, 
** he understood me perf ectly,'' she thought, 
"but young men now are not half what 
they used to be; what a goose Slyfox made 
of himself to be suro, how he blustered 
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and stammered," and ber Ladyship laughed 
quietly to herself, as she called to mind 
how ber busband bad proposed to ber. 

Cbarlie wandered moodily and uneasily 
about, and presently carne on bis cousin 
wbo was engaged in an animated conversa- 
tion witb Sir William ; be was turning 
away, jv^ben sbe recalled bim. 

" CbarUe," sbe said, getting up and 
taking bis arm, " you look dreadf uUy ili ; 
excuse me, Sir William, I must look after 
my cousin a little, be is far from strong 
yet," and sbe marcbed Cbarlie away ; 
" let US go into tbe promenade," sbe con- 
tinued, ** it is cooler tbere." 

Tbis was a largo space wbicb bad been 
added on to tbe ball-room, and beautif uUy 
decorated witb flowers, sbrubs, flags, easy- 
cbairs, sofas, &c., tbere was only one 
couple in it as tbey entered, Mr. Duffer 
and Miss BuUion, wbo sauntered away 
carelessly as tbe otbers entered. 

*' Cbarlie, wbat is tbe matter witb you ?" 
asked bis cousin, as tbey took tbeir seats 
at tbe far end and quite out of sigbt ; 
" you look deatbly pale, do you feel worse 
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to-night ? if SO, I will go to papa and we 
will return home immediately." 

" No, I am not worse," he returned ; 
" but I feel tired, I would not for the 
world you left, especially as you seem to 
be enjoying yourself so, and have such an 
attraction.'* 

" Attraction ?" asked the wopdering 
girl, "what attraction? I have not the 
least idea what you mean." 

" Why, Mary, Sir William Wildman has 
hardly been away from your side the whole 
evening, it is remarked by every one." 

" 1 cannot help that," replied she, 
slightly colouring, " I cannot be rude to 
him, I am sure I do not wish him near 



me. 



" Mary, Mary 1" exclaimed Oharlie, 
passionately, " forgive me, I did not mean 
it, I am ili and nervous; but, Mary, I 
will learn my fate now — you do not know 
how madly, how fondly I love you, and 
have for months, it is killing me, yet I 
have not dared to speak ; I love you better 
than anything on earth, and sometimes I 
fancied you — " 
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" Sometimes you fancied wliat ?" asked 
she, her beautiful eyes wet witli tears, 
beaming fondly and affectionately upon 
him with a very flood of tenderness. 

"Mary," he answered, taking her hand, 
"I fancied you liked, you — you — loved 
me too," he blurted out. 

" Charlie, Charlie !" she uttered, cast- 
ing her head on his shoulder, *^ I do love 
you, very, very dearly, you know not 
how much ; you are my very existence 
— you know not how I watched by your 
sick bed, when we ali thought every 
instant you were going from us — you know 
not how I have prayed for your recovery, 
how I have studied every look of yours, 
my girl's heart has been yours for months ; 
there, I have said it !" and she burst into 
tears. 

" My own sweet Mary !" he exclaimed, 
looking fondly at her, and imprinting a 
kiss on her forehead, " are you indeed 
ali my own, have I won you ?" 

" Won me ? yes, Charlie," looking up 
and laughing, "yes, you have won me, 
as you would say, * Won in a Canter.^ 

VOL. II. 
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I never cared for one save yourself, you 
might bave known that; but hush! bere 
Comes Sir William/' 

" I am come to claim you for this dance, 
Miss Thornhill," said the Baronet gaily, 
as he approached, "they have already 
commenced, I have been looking for you 
everywhere." 

" You really must excuse me, Sir William, 
I am tired and do not intend to dance 
any more to-night, and I think we shall 
be going soon, as my cousin is far from 
well.'^ 

The young man bowed, and left. " Ah," 
he muttered to himself, "just an hour too 
late, Thornhill has proposed for money, 
I feel certain of it ; she is a sweet girl, but 
she would have refused me as she has 
others, better as it is." 

"riltakeyou down to supper," whis- 
pered Charlie to bis betrothed, " I will not 
give you up to any one else to-night, 
you have made me so happy, my darling, 
I feel quite another man ;" and he looked 
it. 

ni take you down to supper," whis- 



u^ 
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pered Duffer to Miss Bullion, **aiid FU 
cali and see how you are to-morrow, 
may I ?" 

" Of course you may," replied the young 
lady, "you may come as often as you 
like." 

" There !" exdaimed old Mr. Thornliill, 
throwmg down bis cards, " single, doublé, 
and the rub, Forest. What is it, Oharlie ? 
Mary does not want to go yet, does she ? 
Fve had no supper, and I am as hungry 
as a hunter." 

" That is what I am bere for. Lady 
Lavender is waiting for you to take ber 
down." 

"Well, come along, Oharlie;" and he 
seized bis nepbew's arm, " you look better 
to-night — far better, my boy, you are 
picking up fast." 

" I am afraid, unole, you will be in a 
deuce of a rage with me when I teli you 
ali ; I bave done it now !" 

" Done it, done what ?" asked the old 
gentleman. 

" Why, I bave proposed to Mary, uncle, 
and she has aocepted me." 

2 
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" Oh, yes, Oharlie, I am in a rage, a 
deuce of a rage," chuckled the old gentle- 
man, ** you sly dog, so you want to rob 
me of my girl, do you ? if you take her, 
you must take me too, for I must live 
with you, or rather you must remain 
where you are, with me. Nothing, my 
boy," continued the old gentleman, " has 
given me more pleasure for years, than 
this you have just told me. Why with 
half an eye you might have seen she 
was dead nuts on you months ago, but 
God bless my soul ! you young fellows of 
the present day, with ali your sharpness, 
are not half as dashing as in my time 
when a pretty girl is concerned ; if we 
wanted to marry and objections were 
made, we did a little Gretna Green busi- 
ness, and ali that sort of thing. Poor 
darling Mary, I am so glad, God bless you 
both 1" 

" Lady Lavender," whispered the old 
gentleman, as he was taking that lady 
down to supper, " what do you think ? 
Charlie has proposed to Mary." 

"At last !" exclaimed her Ladyship, 
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" foolish fellow, he ought to bave done so 
months ago, better late than never ; I am 
really verj very glad, wliat a handsome 
couple tliey will make." 

Before the gentlemen had joìned the 
ladies in the ball-room again, Lady Mary 
Slyfox was in the» secret, as well as one or 
two others. 

" God bless you, Charlie, my boy !" 
said Sir John Forest, squeezing bis young 
friend's band under the table, " I am 
truly delighted at what Thornhill has just 
told me; you bave won the sweetest girl 
in the universe, you must get well now. 
By the way, what a charming person Mrs. 
John Turtlefat is, 1 am glad she has been 
so well received, and that she has had so 
much attention paid ber; bow Turtlefat 
could bave been such a consummate ass, I 
cannot imagine. However, all's well that 
ends well, and I think he will make a 
good husband, she has wonderfuUy im- 
proved bim already," which was a 
fact. 

The conversation now turned on the 
forthcoming steeple-chase and other mat- 
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ters, and the gentlemen presently lefl and 
joined the ladies. 

" Oould I ha ve a few minutes conver- 
sation with you, Mr. Buffer?" asked a 
gentleman, as he was leaving the supper- 
room. 

" Oertainly, Sir, certainly," replied 
Shirkington ; he was in high good-humour 
with himself, full of Miss BuUion and her 
hundred thousand pounds, " let us go in 
here," pointing to the card-room, which 
was empty. 

*' I am Mr. Sharp," commenced the 
stranger, "solicitor at , I must in- 
troduce myself, perhaps I have chosen a 
wrong moment to broach a very unpleasant 
subject," and he rubbed his hands as 
visions of six and eightpences and bills of 
costs passed through his mind, " but the 
fact is, I believe you have engaged your- 
self to a young lady." 

**Not yet, not yet, Mr. Sharp," inter- 
rupted Shirkington ; he fuUy made up his 
mind that the wily lawyer had spotted his 
proceedings and wished to draw up the 
settlement, " but I do not foUow you, Mr. 
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Sharp, what unpleasantness can there be 
in it. I certainly do intend to propose to 
the young lady, and on the first favourable 
opportunity, in fact, I have made an ap- 
pointment for " 

" Bxcuse me, Mr. Dufi^er, I think there 
must be some mistake, for you have pro- 
posed." 

"Mistake, Sir," interrupted Shirking- 
ton, some what grandly, "no mistake. Miss 
BuUion " 

'* Ah, there it is," said the lawyer, 
smiling, " I thought there was some mis- 
take, it is not Miss BuUion I was alluding 
to, but some one else," 

" Good Heavens 1" exclaimed Shirking- 
ton, turning pale, " who do you mean, 
who is the lady ?" 

** Miss Alice Lee, lady's-maid, is who I 
mean." 

*' Ha I ha ! ha !" laughed Shirkington, 
" that is rather too good, Mr, Sharp, ex- 
cuse my merriment." 

" Oh, certainly, Mr. Duffer, but you 
will find it is no laughing matter." 

" Now, Mr. Sharp, seriously, do you 
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think I should marry Alice Lee, Lady 
Verriefast's maid ? I may bave laughed, 
joked with her, and I daresay even kissed 
ber — but marrying her, really." 

" You are the best judge, Mr. Duffer, 
you bave been seen walking about with the 
girl, you have promised marriage to her 
on several occasions." 

«Permit my interrupting you, Mr. 
Sharp, but ali these things require proof, 
letters you know, and ali that sort of 
thing, promises in fact." 

" Exactly, Mr. Duffer, of course nothing 
would hold without that." 

*'0f course not," exclaimed Mr. Duffer, 
triumphantly, "that is what Iwant to see.'* 

" That is what you shall see, Sir ; my 
client has no wish to bring the matter 
before court, and is willing to arrange 
matters quietly, therefore you shall see 
the promises you have made. I will cali 
on you to-morrow morning at ten, I think 
we need not prolong this interview, you 
are doubtless waiting to get back to the 
ball-room." 

Shirkington did go back to the ball- 
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room ; but his spirits were gone, he knew 
he had made do promise of marriage, he 
was quite satisfied on that point, never- 
theless he was uneasy and uncomf ortable ; 
he had been seen walking with Alice, no 
doubt, but that was no proof, as to a pro- 
mise in writing, fiddle-de-dee, that was ali 
nonsense. 

''I thought, Mr. Duffer," said Miss 
BuUion, as Shirkington appeared to claim 
her for a waltz, ** that gentlemen, espe- 
cially fox-hunters, were merry after sup- 
per, you seem in the dolefuls, I suppose 
you are tired?" 

'' Oh ! not in the least," replied he, 
brightening up, " merely tired of sitting 
at the supper table so long." 

** Then you must have been with your- 
self," she replied, " because ali the gentle- 
men have been here ever so long." 

" Ah, but I was with a friend, we were 
talking over the coming steeple-chase and 
borse matters ; never mind, let us be off," 
and he whirled his partner away in the 
waltz. 

Never had there been a gayer hunt-ball, 
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ali but Duffer went home pleased ; he was 
in a state of uncertainty that was far from 
pleasant, he could not sleep. he tossed 
about in his bed thinking and cogi- 
tating. 

" Alice ìs a sweetly pretty girl, I know," 
he ruminated, " and as far as that goes is 
quite as good as I am, but I want to make 
a great match. Stili I might do worse; 
she is well educated, plays the piano, too, 
fancy her taking a lady's-maid's place in- 
stead of being a governess," and turning 
ali this over in his troubled mind, he fell 
into an uneasy slumber. 

" A gentleman is below stairs, waiting 
to see you, Sir," said his servant, enter- 
ing his room with the hot water, " he says 
you knew he was coming at ten o'clock 
this morning, but he begs you will not 
hurry yourself." 

" Eh ! what is it ten, then, Mary ? Teli 
him I willbe down in aquarter ofan hour," 
and he plunged into his bath. " Nothing 
like a cooler, after such a bout as last 
night, and by George this is one, it is 
freezing like the devil too ; now we shall 
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see what we shall see — this written promise, 
some infernal foolery or othef." 

He was soon dressed and down. Mr. 
Sharp was before the fire reading the 
morning paper. 

" Good morning, Mr. Duffer," said the 
lawyer rising, " I am to my time you see, 
a habit, or rather I may say a necessity 
with US business men. I have driven over 
six miles in my brougham, bitterly cold it is 
too; I took the liberty of opening your 
paper, I hope I may not see your name 
figuring in it for breach of promise, ha ! 
ha !" and he laughed and rubbed his hands. 

"Well, Mr. Sharp," replied Shirking- 
ton, " breakfast will be ready directly, but 
before, we will go into this business if you 
please ; you say you have a written promise, 
where is it ?" 

"Gently, Mr. Buffer, gently," ex- 
claimed the man of law. " Now do you 
remember some time back meeting Alice 
Lee one evening ; there, I will not go into 
ali the matter, it is a most unpleasant one, 
because you did a very foolish thing that 
will not bear the light, so I will dismiss 
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ali that, by asking you if you remember 
one evening writing and signing a note and 
giving it to Miss Lee ?" 

It flashed across Shirkington ali at once, 
and he coloured violently. 

"Yes, I do," he said, "but it was 
no promise of marriage, qui te on another 
subject." 

" That may, or may not be," answered 
the other, " I only take facts as they are, 
is this your signature ?" 

" Certainly," said Duffer, " without 
doubt, that is my signature." 

" So far so good, then I will read the 
coutents of the letter. 

" ' I, Shirkington Duffer, Bsq., late 
Ensign in Her Majesty's 108th Regiment 
of Foot, hereby promise to marry Miss 
Alice Lee, at present in the employ of 

Miss Sprightly, of Cottage 

Yorkshire, within two months of this date. 

" * Shirkington Ddfper.* 

"* llth November, 187—.'" 



" Good God !" exclaimed the astonished 
young man, " I never wrote this." 
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**No, Mr. Duffer, but you signed it, 
that is ali I contend." 

" It's a do, a swindle, I see it ali. I 
do remember the eveDÌng in question 
writing a note, and just as I was going 
to sign it, Alice said some one was coming 
whicli was a fact, for that fellow Pastern 
passed us and she took the note from me. 
When he had gone by, I signed the note 
as I thought, she must have changed it, 
and given me this one to put my name to.'' 

" That I know nothing about, Mr. 
Duffer, and care less, at any rate here is 
the promise of marriage with your signa- 
ture ; upon my word and honour a man 
might do worse than marry Miss Lee." 

" I wish I could see Alice," said Duffer, 
after a few seconds' thought, " we might 
stili be able to manage it." 

** Well, I do not know that there will be 
any great difficulty in that, Mr. Duffer, for 
as I passed Lord Verriefast's this morn- 
ing, I brought her on with me ; she is at 
this instant in my brougham, and I dar^e- 
say bitterly cold, poor thing." 

Ask her in at once, Mr. Sharp, and 



ce 



2o6 WOS IS A CASTER. 

we wìll see what can be done. Well, 
Alice/' he exclaimed, as she entered 
^tu tue lawyer, "a pretty trick yoa 
have played me, sharp practice indeed. 
I wìll bave five minutes conversation with 
this yonng lady alone, Mr. Sharp, with 
your permission ; come into the drawing- 
room. Alice, with me." 

They were absent more than a quarter 
of ao hour, before they retumed the girl 
had been crying, bat she looked both 
pleased and triamphant. 

** Well, Mr. DuflTer," said the lawyer, 
lookiDg up from his paper and smiling, 
" ali is right I hope ?" 

" Qiiite right, Mr. Sharp, I have agreed 
to marry Alice, we will breakfast to- 
gether and talk over matters." 

" New, Miss Lee, that ali is settled 
amicably," commenced Mr. Sharp, "and 
I am certain Mr. Buffer is too much of 
a gentleman to go back from his plighted 
word given before me, I think I may teli 
him he will not have a portionless wife. 
Miss Lee, Sir, would not teli you she had 
any money because her pride revolted. 
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faDcying you would take ber for what she 
had; she is I believe really attached to 
you, or she would not bave doue what she 
has. Had you refused to marry her she 
would not bave sued you, but she wished 
to try you, and I must honestly say she 
has put a little pressure on you, but let 
that pass and byegones be byegones ; but 
perhaps she will teli you her good fortune 
her own way.'! 

" Oh, Shirk !" exclaimed the pleased 
girl, " I will teli you ali. You know my 
poor father died in difficulties, and that 
was the reason I went out, but I had an 
uncle in Sussex, a wealthy farmer ; he 
has died childless, I am in mourning for 
him as you see," pointing to her sable 
garments. " A week ago I had a letter, 
saying by his will he had left me ali, 
that is a good house in Sussex, three 
hundred acres of land, ali the live stock, 
furniture, farm implements, &c., and 
fifteen thousand pounds hard cash; it is 
ali mine, I hinted to you the other day 
you might have a farm, but you treated 
me so coldly that you stopped me." 
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** Good gracious. Alice, is thia ali trae ? 
well, I am glad of it, yoa shall draw up 
the settlemeuts, Sharp. I cannot be mamed 
tìll after the steeple-chases, I shaU then 
give up thìs cottage and ali the horses. 
Bave the two I had from Allsnob; upon 
mj soul I am a very lucky fellow." 

" More lucky than sharp," muttered the 
lawyer, " fancy a man signing a letter in 
the dark ; if the grey mare does not prove 
to be the better borse in this case, I am 
no judge of human nature." 

Lord and Lady Verriefast were ex- 
tremely glad when they heard of Alice's 
good luck. '* So you hooked him and 
brought him to hook," said the nobleman 
laughingly. ** I give you credit. Alice, for 
your sharpness, you bave got the whip 
band and must keep him straight." 

Alice leffc her place at once, and went 
down to Sussex, and took possession of 
her house and farm ; she kept on ali her 
uncle's old servants, so everything went 
on as usuai. AH she did in the way of 
alteration was to paper, paint, and re- 
furnish the dining and sitting-room 
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prettily comfortably and in the best taste ; 
there were luxurious arm-chairs and 
sofas, a nice writing table, in f act, the poor 
girl had done everything to make her in- 
tended husband comfortable. 

Lord Verrief ast had given her a hundred 
pounds on her quitting them, as a marriage 
present, and this money she had spent on 
the two sitting-rooms. Luckily for her, 
her uncle's old servants were to be depended 
upon, so everything went on well and 
prosperously ; she was an active busy little 
body, and looked after everything with the 
greatest care. 

She had not been there a month before 
she was quite at home, and had got ali 
in tip top order, where we leave her 
for the present. 



VOL. II. 



CHAPTER X. 



OUT OP THE FIEE. 



LoED Vereirpast was riding his cob 
liome quietly one fine afternoon about a 
week after the ball, and turning over in his 
mind what he should do after the steeple- 
chases — hunting and shooting would be 
ended, he had no wish for a season in 
London, for he was not a London man, and 
his wife detested it. 

" Hang me if I do not have the yacht 
out and take Bessy a cruise down the 
Mediterranean, she would enjoy it im- 
mensely, and it would do me good too, 
for my head sometimes now feels infernally 
dizzy ; a cruise of four or five months 
would set me up again." 
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Having thus determined it in his mind, 
he resolved to broach the subject direotly 
he got home ; he knew he should meet wibh 
no opposition, for • his wife was much 
attached to him, and every wish of his was 
most rigidly attended to. 

About a mile f rom his place he saw in 
advance of him a lady walking along, a 
nurse-maid was some way behind carrying 
a baby. 

There was something in the figure or 
dress that rivetted his Lordship's attention, 
as he came nearer he looked stili more 
earnestly at the lady who was walking 
slowly along. 

She was a pretty stylish looking-woman 
of five or six and twenty years. 

** Ah, Verriefast," she said, as he came 
up, " how are you ? I have come down 
to see you." 

" Gdbd heavens, Emily, what brings 
you here? you know you promised 
never to annoy me in any way. I have 
done for you what few men would." 

" I don't know that you have given me 
more than you ought, but the fact is you 

p 2 



212 WON IN A CANTER. 

must be stili more liberal, yoii really must." 

His Lordship turned very red, and 
it was eafly to see he was exceedingly 
angry. 

" You are ungrateful, Emily," he said, 
" I never wronged you in any way. When 
Seymour cast you off adrift in the worid, 
I took you up, and gave you ali you 
required; you never wanted with me. 
A house, servants, carriage at your com- 
mand, and always money in your purse. 
Not only that, but I paid your debts timo 
after time. I am ashamed of you. What 
do you require ?" 

"It is no use, Verriefast, getting into 
a passion," she said, " you left me." 

" Emily, it is false — I never left you — 
you knew I was going to be married — I 
told you of it before I was so ; it was not 
likely I was for ever to go on in a life of 
sin. I do not pretend to make myself out 
better than other men, but J am not worse. 
I wanted to settle down quietly. I was 
sick of London life and dissipation. Well, 
I explained ali to you. I allowed you an 
annuity pf thre.e h.undre4 a-year, and a 
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furnished house, rent free ; in God's name 
what more do you require ?" 

" You f orget the child, Verriefast," she 
saìd. 

" No, I do not. I knew the poor inno- 
cent Httle thing was coming into the world, 
and I have allowed you ampie to keep it 
and yourself respectably ; remember I need 
not have done anything for you, I might 
have cast you adrift in the world penniless. 
How often have I put up with your tempers, 
though I believe they are not naturai to 
you, and your heedless jealousies ? You 
are comfortable and have the means to be 
so ; ali I require now is to be left alone in 
peace and quietness." 

" Then you will not look on your child, 
Verriefast?" she asked. 

**I had rather not do so, Emily, but 
bere is a present for him," and drawing 
out his purse he placed a fifty pound Bank 
of England note in her band, ** go home 
again. I shall be happy to bear every 
now and then from you, to know you are 
well and happy." 

By the God that is above me, Verrie- 
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fast," she exclaimed vehemently, " if you 
do not allow me five hundred a year, I 
will go to your lady and teli her ali.** 

" Do so," said the nobleman, " and then 
I stop your annuity, and take the house 
from you — the child 1 will always support. 
60 home quietly, I teli you, or it may be 
worse for you," and touching his cob rode 
rapidly away. 

"Bessy, my darling," he said, on 
reaching his wife*s room, " I am come to 
have a long talk with you. How would 
you like a cruise in my yacht for three or 
four months ? We will go directly the 
steeplechases are over if you like.» 

" I should enjoy it of ali things," she 
replied. " I am a capital sailor." 

" Wall then, Bessy, I will give orders 
to have her ready at once. You need not 
be afraid. The vessol is over two hundred 
tons. The cabin is a large one, with a 
piano in it. I think I may say there is 
every comfort and convenience ; now for 
another matter, which you must give some 
attention to. You know that men, un- 
married men as a rule, are not too steady. 
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Now, I do not wish you to understand I 
bave been worse than others, but I bave 
been wbat tbe world calls a wild man. 
You know of the connexion I formed some 
years ago ; I told you ali before we were 
married, and that I had liberally pro- 
vided for the woman." 

" I know, Verriefast, you bave," she 
interrupted, " say no more about, it was 
before I knew you, therefore I bave nothing 
to complain of, let byegones be byegones." 

**Yes, but Bessy, this unfortunately 
is not the worst of it, this woman has fol- 
lowed me down bere. I met ber on the 
road just now, coming towards tbe house, 
she swears she will bave another two hun- 
dred a year, or she will come and teli you 
ali. She is little aware you know every- 
thing. I told ber if she carne bere I would 
stop ber allowance." 

" But surely, Verriefast, you bave not 
been foolish to promise ber more ?" 

"No, Bessy, no, I would not do it. 
She had tbe child with ber, and I gave ber 
fifty as a present for it." 

" You dear silly old goose," exolaimed 
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his wife, "just like you, this comes of en- 
tangling yourself with loose women, never 
mind, let ber come. T will give ber an 
answer. She will be bere presently ; tbere 
go away now to tbe stables, and see bow 
my borses are getting on. You know I 
must win tbe ladies' race witb one of tbem 

** A lady wisbes to see your Ladysbip, 
said tbe old butler, enteriog tbe room a 
few minutes after Lord Verriefast bad left 
it. " I did not know if you would see ber. 
She is in tbe small drawing-room." 

" Show ber in bere, Powell, tbere is no 
fìro tbere. And mind wben I ring, you 
come yourself. I wisb no one to see ber 
but yourself, you understand." 

" Mrs. Bruton, my Lady," said tbe old 
butlcr, ushering in Emily and ber maid. 

IJessy rose and slightly bowed. 

" I am come, Lady Verriefast," com- 
moncod the woman somewhat timidly, 
** to spoak to you about yourhusband, and 
to exposé his " 

**1 beg your pardon, for interrupting 
you, Mrs. Bruton, but are you — the — 
the — " person she was going to say, but 
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she would not hurt her feelings, so she said, 
"are you the lady Lord Vemefast calls 
Emily — if so, I will spare you the pain of 
teUing me anything, for 1 know ali, and 
have for some lime ; in fact his Lordship 
explained everything to me beforehis mar- 
riage." 

The stranger looked aghast, and said 
nothing for a moment. " But, Lady Ver- 
riefast," she at length exclaimed, *' did he 
teli you he had a child, that child there," 
pointing to where the attendant was hold- 
ing it. 

" Oh, yes, Mrs. Bruton, he told me of 
that too," going up to the nurse and look- 
ing at the infant, " a remarkably fine 
child indeed, and I must say very like his 
Lordship. No, Mrs. Bruton, this is no 
news to me. Lord Verriefast has inf ormed 
me that he distinctly told you just now, if 
you came here and annoyed me or him, he 
would stop your annuity, and take your 
house away from you. I think he has be- 
haved most liberally to you. Now, if you 
engagé not to poster him any more, I will 
guarantee the allowance shall be kept up, 
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and you shall retain possession of your 
house ; but if this annoyance is repeated I 
shal] ffet him to act, I think we now un- 
derstand each other and need not prolong 
this conversation. Good morning to 
you," and she rang the beli. 

The amazed woman passed out without 
saying a word. Bessy had been too much 
for her, she knew it was useless to cope 
with her. 

"I have settled it ali, George," ex- 
claimed his wife, smilingly as the noble- 
man entered some half hour afterwards. 
" I do not think she will trouble you any 
more — there do not talk about it any 
longer. Let us go out for a little stroll." 

It was a cold wet night, the rain was 
pattering against the Windows, a miserable 
night, cheerless, dark and wretched. 

Beside a bright fire, in a comfortable 
arm-chair, sat a young man smoking a 
cigar, and reading one of the light novels 
of the day, by his elbow on a small table 
was a smoking glass of hot grog. 

" I wonder where Emily can have got 
to," he exclaimed testily, closing up his 
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hook with a bang, and taking a sip at bis 
glass, this makes the fourth day she is 
away, and not a line from ber ; she might 
bave been back yesterday, but women are 
so infernally dilatory. I could have done 
the business in a couple of days," his 
meditations were cut short by a cab draw- 
ing up to the door. 

" Ah," said he jumping up, " there she is 
atlast, better late than ne ver. Well, old 
girl," as the so-called Mrs. Bruton en- 
tered theroom, " whatnews, has he bled?" 

"No, Harry," seating herself wearily 
in a chair, "he has not bled. Give me 
the baby, Mary, I will warm him, the 
poor little pet is frozen to death. Go 
down and get your supper, and come 
up as soon as you have finished. No, 
Harry," she continued, as soon as the 
girl had left the room, she did not men- 
tion the fifty pounds she had received. 
" He has not bled, I knew before you 
sent me on this wild-goose chase it would 
be of no use; and really I do not see 
how you could expect it. I must say he 
has behaved most liberally to me, this 
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house, though it is in St. John's Wood, is 
worth a hundred a year, and the fumi- 
ture is worth another, with it and three 
hundred a year we ought to do well. 
And we can live well ; but you are so idle 
and will do nothing, over in the billiard- 
room away at night, or at race meetings, 
how do you think we can get on ? 1 am 
thoroughly ashamed of myself, but you 
would make me go." 

" He is an infernal screw," replied 
her companion, "nothing better than a 
sere w. What is a couple of hundred more 
to him ? A bagatelle." 

" That may be, Harry, but people are 
not so f ond of parting with their money. 
I have nothing to complain of, as regards 
Lord Verriefast, of you I have ; did you not 
take me away from a happy home under the 
solemn promise of marriage, and how have 
you kept that promise ? What have I been 
obliged to do? It maddens me when I 
think of it ; you bring me to London, in 
six months you are penniless; then you 
foist me on Seymour, and I have to keep 
you ali the time on the wages of my sin. 
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Seymour after a time pines for a fresh 
toy, dismisses, or rather passes me over 
to bis friend Verriefast. What misery ! 
what degradation ! oh, Harry, Harry, you 
Lave brought me to ali this. Why don't 
you marry me, and make me an honest 
woman ? Think what I have had to go 
through for you," and she burst into tears. 

" It is as well you should know now ali 
I have to say," she continued, after a 
short pause. " I swear I will give you 
shelter here no longer. I will not lead 
this life; this house and the income I 
receive is mine; I have a child now to 
provide for. I am certain if I write to his 
Lordship he will get me another house, 
for the lease of this has only three 
more months to run. I will go far away 
to some quiet corner, where I shall never 
be known, with my little one. I can never 
marry anyone except yourself, so choose 
if you will have a true wife, or whether 
you will go your own ways, and by vour- 
self." 

The young man pondered awhile. " What 
could we do ?" he asked at length, " the 
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only thing I understand is farming, and 
we bave no capital io commence wìth. I 
hate London, I am tired of it ; I ani food 
of shooting, and country pursuìts. 

" If I get the means," she asked, " will 
you marry me ? but understand me, if 
I do, I keep the money, as I bave 
hitherto. If I had not, what would bave 
become of us P Marry me, let us take a 
farm far far away, and try and forget the 
miserable past, and bring up the poor 
baby properly. God knows whose it is, 
bis or yours, but he bas promised to pro- 
vide for it, and that promise he will keep." 

" By Heavens ! Emily, if you only get 
the means I will marry you, marry you 
under any circumstances — there, what can 
I say more ?" 

Henry Bruton was not a bad-hearted 
young man on the main, but he bad terri- 
bly deceived bis poor victim. The least 
said about their wretcbed bistory the 
better. We see the same thing every 
day, and it will ever be the same till the 
end of ali lime. 

" Bessy," said Lord Verriefast, one 



WON IN A CANTER. 223 

morning after he had unlocked the letter- 

bag, and gone through ali his letters, 

" you remember Mrs. Bruton, that person 

who called on you the other day ?" 

** Of course I do, George, what about 
it?" 

" Well I have just had a lettor from 
her, the man who first seduced her from 
home wishes to marry her and set up 
farming — they want help to commence." 

"Well, George, I should ad viso you to 
give it to her ; poor thing, by doing it she 
will be saved a life of degradation and des- 
pair, do it by ali means." 

" Just like my own darling wife," he 
said, patting her fondly on the cheek. 
" Well, let US consider what can be dono ; 
she has the house and furnitnre, for which 
I pay a hundred and eighty pounds a year, 
three hundred I allow her; nearly five 
hundred in ali. Suppose I was to let her 
have a thousand pounds to stock the farm, 
and four hundred a year. Would that do ?" 

" No, George," replied the generous 
woman, " give them five hundred a year, 
and make them a present of a thousand 
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pounds as a luarriage gift, to buy stock 
and what not ; but see that they are mar- 
ried, you wiU uever miss the money," 

" A woman of a thousand," said her 
husband, pressing ber band, "a woman 
of a thousand." 

" Could a gentleman see you, Ma'am," 
asked Emily Bruton's servant, one after- 
noon, as sbe sat in ber room fondling ber 
baby, " be is below." 

" Wbat sort of a gentleman is be, Mary ; 
young or old ?" 

" He is an elderly gent," replied tbe 
servant, " quite respectable ; be says it is 
of great importance." 

Tbe poor young motber's tbougbts ran 
back to ber fatber, be wbo sbe bad loft 
nearly four years ago ; sbe turned deadly 
pale as ber servant said, " an elderly gent, 
quite respectable," could be bave come to 
see ber, could be bave forgi ven ber ? 

" Sbow bim up, Mary," and Mary ac- 
cordingly usbered in tbe elderly gent. 
Tbe man was a stranger to ber; taking 
tbe seat wbicb sbe bad pointed to bim, 
be commenced. 
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" I am Lord Verriefast's lawver. You 
wrote to him a day or two ago, did you 
not ? asking for some assistance to take 
aiid stock a farm. I am desired by his 
Lordship to teli you he accords to your 
wishes, but it is on condition you are 
married to the gentleman you named; I 
must be present at your wedding, and 
when you are married, my instructions are 
to pay to your credit one thousand pounds, 
and also the sum of one hundred and 
twenty-five pounds quarterly, which is five 
hundred perannum." 

" Oh, Sir," exclaimed the poor crea- 
ture, bursting into tears, " how good, how 
generous ; what can I do in return for such 
generosity ?" 

" His Lordship will be more than repaid 
if he knows you are going on quietly and 
steadily. Now, as to a farm ; I presume 
you wish to get as far away from town as 
possible. I know of one of some five 
hundred acres in Cornwall, beautifuUy 
situated; it is to be rented for a mere 
song, and it will pay you. The house 
is small, a cottage, in fact, sweetly 
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pretty, but quite large enough; it is a 
little paradise. The stock, furniture and 
ali, can be had at a valuation, and that I 
should think would be about six or seven 
hundred pounds. Now, young lady, take 
an old man's advioe, and strike whilst the 
iron is hot ; be married by special license 
to-morrow, say the word and I will pro- 
cure it." 

The next morning Emily was married 
to Henry Bruton. " Thank God, Harry, 
you have at last don e what is right," she 
said, as she hung fondly and proudly on her 
husband's arm. " I am indeed a happy 
woman; you shall never have cause to 
reproach me by word or deed. To-morrow 
we will go down to Cornwall and look at 
the farm." 

Far away from the busy hum of the vast 
and overgrown metropolis, far away from 
the eternai noise and din of the little 
village — among a primitive people, quiet 
and homely in their ways, dose to the sea, 
which is for ever breaking against the iron- 
bound coast of Cornwall, reside Bruton 
and his wife. In a sweet little cottage. 
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covered with myrtle and jessamine, they 
are settled for life — life which has so many 
charms for some, and so bitter to others. 

Happy is the man or woman who can 
live to three-score and ten without sor- 
row ; do such exist ? I fancy not — life so 
fleeting, so uncertain, so clung to, and yet 
so hateful to tens of thousands. 

The higher we are educated, the more 
we think — the more we are aware of our 
littleness and insignificance ; for the short 
space that is allowed us on earth, we 
ought to do ali we can, not only to be 
happy ourselves, but to do what little 
good we can, and make our fellow-crea- 
tures happy to. 

Henry Bruton had made his wife's lifè 
joyousby marrying her, he hadrepaired, as 
far as he could, a grievous fault, and he 
had determined to make her forget if 
possible the past which he would wilhngly 
have recalled ; he liked his new life, his 
farm and stock employed ali his time, he 
kept the house in game, and was ever 
busy and doing, and in a short time he 
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found that bj attention it would pay him 
well. 

" My happiness would be complete, 
Harry," bis wife said to bim one nigbt, 
" if I could oiìly get my fatber to forgive 
me, and come down andseeus; poor old 
man, I did so love bim. I bave written 
tbree times, but my letters bave never been 
answered." 

" You must give bim time, Emily, witb 
time be may come round, and I am sure 
I bope be will f or botb our sakes ; luckily, 
be is not aware you bave ever lived witb 
any one but myself, and be need never 
be wiser on tbat point. I wonder be bolds 
out, nowwe are married." 

"You little know my fatber, Harry, 
be feels deeply tbe way in whicb I bave 
disgraced bim, and I fear be will never 
notice me more. I can fancy bis loneli- 
ness at bome ali by bimself, my two 
brotbers away in America, and my sister 
married and in New Zealand — poor deso- 
late old man, I pity bim." 

A loud knocking at tbe door at tbis 
instant interrupted tbeir conversation, and 
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Harry went to see wbo it was at this 
hour, the night was pitch dark, and there 
was a drizzling rain falling. 

" IVe had an accident !'* exclaimed a 
voice ; but Bruton could not see who the 
speaker was, " for the love of God come 
down with me and bring a lantern, I am 
afraid the gentleman is killed. I had no 
lamp and I drove into the ditch and up- 
set the trap." 

Bruton hurried away with a light and a 
couple of his men. ** Get a bed ready, 
Emily," he said, on leaving, " it may be 
wanted, I hope it is not as bad as he 
says." 

They soon arrived where the carriage 
was overturned, in the ditch lay a fine old 
man, not dead but qui te insensible. 

" Cover him up with the rug and bring 
him home," said one of the labourers. 
** He ain't dead, master, but quite insensi- 
ble like ; what are we to do for a doctor, 
there ain't one within six miles ?" 

** One of you men go on the cob when 
we get home ; a doctor must be had if we 
send twenty miles." 
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The body was carried up-stairs and laid 
on the bed. Emily was there pale and 
trembling, directly she saw the features of 
the stili breathing body she gave a piercing 
shriek. " Oh, God, it is my father !" she 
uttered, ** did you not know him, Harry ?" 

" I have only just this instant seen his 
face," he replied, "poor old gentleman, 
get some brandy quick, he breathes well 
enough, it may not be so bad after ali." 

The stimulant was given, and he gave 
some slight signs of consciousness, by ten 
o'clock the doctor was there, but could 
not pronounce on the case. 

" Father, father, do speak to me !" ex- 
claimed the poor girl, kneeling by the bed- 
side, and taking the senseless man's hand 
in hors, " it is Emily, your daughter." 

Ali night did she sit up with him, 
watching every change of his countenance, 
it was days before he came round, but his 
fine consti tu tion puUed him through, and 
he got over concussion of the brain. 

The first person he recognized was his 
daughter, and a smile flitted across his 
face as he saw her. 
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*' Emily!" he feebly exclaimed, " for- 
gi ven !" 

Ceaselessly and tenderly did she nurse 
him, and at the end of a week he was 
sitting up ; then carne explanations. 

" I longed to see your face again, my 
poor girl, I was so lonely at home, so I 
resolved to let the past be forgotten and 
take you to my heart once more." 

"Lonely, father, of course you are, 
why not come and live with us ? you will 
easily get some one to take your cottage 
off your hands, f or the remainder of your 
lease, you have no furniture to move. 
Why not send Harry for your things, and 
remain here altogether ?" 

" Would you have me ?" he asked. 

" Only too happy, my dear kind old dad." 

"Well then, Emily, it shall be so; I 
shall be no expense to you, I have my 
own little income, but you must go and 
get ali my traps yourself. You know them 
ali which your husband does not, he will 
not mind staying with me." 

The next day she was gene, the old 
man's cottage was put into an agent's 
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hands, bis things collected, packed up and 
sent off; she then ran up to London to 
make a few purchases, intending to take 
the early mail next morning. It was 
somewhat late in the evening when she 
finish ed making her purchases, and as she 
was proceeding down Bond Street, in- 
tending to cali a cab to take her to the 
Hotel, she ran against her former protec- 
tor, Seymour. 

** Good heavens, Emily, is that you ? 
dressed to the nines, too — 'who the devil 
are you living with now, come home and 
have dinner with me." 

" You are mistaken, Sir," she answered 
haughtily, " I decline your acquaintance, 
but as you wish to know who I am living 
with, I answer, my husband," and she 
passed on. 

" Ha ! ha !" laughed the gentleman, " she 
does the high moral famously ; married, no 
I am not so green as to swallow that tale ; 
living with some one who kèeps her well 
at any rate, she was beautifuUy dressed. 
Well, such is life," and he sauntered away 
to his club. 
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Emily was dreadfuUy agitated at this 
meeting, it recalled the past vividly to 
ber mind, and she was only too glad to 
take ber seat in the " Galloper " next 
morning, to return to Cornwall. 

She found her father much improved 
and anxiously looking out for her, the 
old gentleman' s things were soon placed 
in a sitting-room expressly fìtted up 
for him, leading to his bedroom. She 
was now a happy woman. 

" Bruton told me," he said, " that a 
relative of his left him a little money, and 
he took this place; but if you want any 
more I can let you ha ve what you like." 

" No, father, we want none at present, 
the farm pays." She was grateful her 
husband had got her off telling a lie to 
her parent. 

In a day or two she wrote to Lord 
Verrief ast, informing him how happily she 
was settled, what a nice place they had, 
and that her father was living with them. 

" There, Bessy, is a letter from Emily 
Bruton," said his Lordship, after reading 
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it at breakfast, " poor girl, she is well and 
happy now." 

" I am truly glad to hear it, George. I 
think and hope she will make a true and 
afifectionate wife, and that your kindness 
will not be thrown away. Fancy, I have 
had a letter from Alice, she says she is 
delighted with her new home ; that she 
has lots to do, and has never a minute 
to spare, but that she is ever pestered with 
the curate there. He first called, then he 
brought music, then he remained to play 
and sing, and now he comes nearly every 
evening — that it is very evident what his 
intentions are — that she has given him 
no encouragement — on the contrary, she 
has been rather rude to him ; but he will 
take no hint or rebuff. She writes to me 
for advice, he knows too that she is going 
to be married shortly, and winds up by 
saying that although he is such a popular 
preacher, so much thought of and run 
after, that she can see nothing in the 
Reverend Butteer Gammone." 



CHAPTER XL 



THE PET CURATE. 



A FASHiONABLE preacher was the Re- 
verend Butteer Gammone, people flocked 
to bear him, there was never such an 
earnest eloquent young man before; he 
was a wonder; the parish was indeed 
lucky in having such a curate appointed 
by their rich rector, who only made his 
appearance amongst his parishioners once 
a year. In person he was tali and well- 
made; a good figure, black hair and 
whiskers, most carefuUy brushed and cul- 
tivated; he was tolerably good-looking, 
but with a restless roving eye that never 
looked at you. He dressed scrupulously 
neat, and his white cravat was tied to 
perfection; he affected the long black 
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frock-coat and serge waistcoat ; bqt bis hat 
was an ordinary silk one of Lincoln and 
Bennett's make. He was particular about 
bis bats, boots and gloves, as indeed be 
was about ali bis dress ; a dead band at 
croquet, and a great favourite witb tbe 
ladies, wbo regularly presented bitn every 
New Year's Day witb a purse containing a 
bundred sovereigns. He was tbe most 
eligible bacbelor witbin miles, bis rooms 
were covered witb worsted work and otber 
tbings made by tbe fair bands of bis lady 
friends; be always wore worked slippers 
and braces, and bad be not adopted tbe 
black serge, be would bave been found in 
waistcoats as well. He was a dandy 
clergyman. 

Witb tbe men be was not liked ; be 
could do notbing ; called sbooting, bunting, 
and fisbing cruel; cricket and racquets 
dangerous ; in fact be was a ladies' man. 
Wbilst tbe gentlemen were over tbeir wine 
be would steal away to tbe drawing-room, 
seat bimself at tbe piano, and warble 
Moore's Melodies. 

He bad not a bad voice, but be sang in 
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an aflFected manner, threw and roUed bis 
eyes about as if bis whole soul wasin music. 

" Heavenly !" a lady would exclaim. 

" Beautiful !" another. 

" Truly touching," a third. 

Whilst another wound it up by saying 
it was " divine and sublime." The gentle- 
men voted him an ass, and a bore, and 
more than one had said he was quite suro 
the curate did not write his own sermons, 
that he had heard them before. They were 
remarkably like Dean Stanley's and other 
celebrated divines. 

The Reverend Butteer Gammone, al- 
though a ladies' man, was never known to 
have proposed to any lady. And as he 
was now about thirty, his congregation 
thought it was high time he chose one 
f rom among them ; but unfortunately there 
was not a monied one amongst the ^hole 
lot, though he always declared he would 
never marry for filthy lucre, so they had 
hopes, nor were they as a rule strictly 
beautiful. 

He would attach himself to some young 
lady for a whole day at a croquet party ; 
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she would in consequence rise to the 
highest pitch of delight and expectation, 
and feel certain she had hooked him and 
that he only wanted an opportunity to pop, 
but at the next meeting he would choose 
a fresh idol and merely say a few civil 
words to his former partner. 

Mammas were ever doing the civil to 
him, dinners, invitations, and game, when 
in season, carne to him in quantities, and a 
haunch of venison now and then found its 
way into his larder. 

Such was the Reverend Batteer Gam- 
mone, curate of the parish where Alice 
Lee resided. 

She was Constant in her attendance at 
church. She went every Sunday morning, 
but never more than once a day. 

The pretty and lucky mistress of Thorley 
Farm was greatly admired by most of the 
young farmers and people of her class. 
But somehow or other she stood aloof from 
them, and she attended so constantly to her 
farm and household affairs that she was 
seldom seen except on a Sunday morning. 

She took a delight in her newly acquired 
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property, ber house was a picture of order 
and cleanliness. She had little or no 
trouble because ber late uncle's farm bands 
and servants were old and trusted ones. 

"If you please, Mistress," said ber 
elderly bousemaid, coming into Alice' s 
little room one afternoon, wbere sbe was 
sitting, marking some new bouse linen. 
" Tbe clergyman bas come to see you, and 
bas sent in bis card," banding one to ber, 
sbe bad tben been nearly a montb in ber 
new bome. " I bave sbown bim into tbe 
drawing-room, Missus." 

"Very well, Jane, I will go in im- 
mediately," sbe was always well-dresssed 
and to be seen at any time. 

"I bave called. Miss Lee," said the 
gentleman, " as one of my parishioners to 
make your acquaintance ; I ought to bave 
come before, but my parish is so largo and 
my duties so beavy, that I must plead 
that as an excuse." 

" I am sure, Mr. Gammone, I am much 
obliged to you for calling now. No apology 
is necessary, I know how many calls 
clergymen bave on tbeir time." 
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"You play, Miss Lee, I see," casting 
bis eyes on the Erard piano Alice had 
treated herself to, a seoond-hand one from 
Cramer's but as good as new. 

^' Yes, I used to play a good deal. My 
poor father insisted on my leaming, and I 
am very fond of it, but I bave so little 
time now to attend to it." 

" I doat on music," he said, turning up 
bis eyes, " I play a little, enough to ac- 
company myself to my songs," by this he 
let her know he sang. " Do you sing ?" 

" A little, but I have very few songs." 

"You must allow me to bring you 
some — some of Moore's Melodies, they 
are beautiful. But you have made quite 
an alteration in the house. Miss Lee, so 
comfortably and prettily furnished. Newly 
papered too — you have great taste." 

" It is very kind of you to say so, Sir. 
I do not think my Uncle used the sitting- 
rooms much for they were much out of 
order. I refurnished them because — be- 
cause," she said hesitatingly, and blushing 
" I am going shortly to be married." 

" Oh ! indeed," he answered, somewhat 
dryly. " Soon ?" 
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** In about two months, Sir." 

He shortly after took bis leave, saying 
" he would cali again in a few days and 
bring the music." 

" I don't know what it is," thought 
Alice after her visitor had left. " Some- 
how or other I do not like that man, there 
is a sly cruel expression in his face which 
is extremely disagreeable. Nothing honest 
about it, he never looks one in the face ; 
no, I do not like him at ali." 

A day or two after, Mr. Gammone found 
tirae to cali again with a roU of songs, on 
this occasion he did not leave till he had 
sung them ali through ; then he sat and 
talked for an hour or more, getting what 
he could out of Alice in a quiet way. 
And it was not long before he discovered 
that her engagement was of very recent 
date, and that she had not known the 
gentleman very long. 

" I shall soon come again, Miss Lee, 
and see how you have got on with the 
songs," he said on leaving. 

''I know not what it is," she said, 
" but I dislike that man more and more 
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every time I see him. I cannot under- 
stand him, he is very polite and agree- 
ablo, but there is something I hate about 

him." 

« « « « 

" Gammone !" exclaimed Lord Verrie- 
fast, as his wife uttered the name, " I can 
teli you a little about him, I can put 
a spoke in his wheel. Why the infernal 
rascal is married already." 

*' Married already, George ! surely you 
must be mistaken !" 

'^ Not a bit of it, Bessy, I will teli you 
ali about it. Some three or four years 
ago I went over to St. Servan, in 
France, with my yacht. I had been cruis- 
ing about the Channel Islands ; well, when 
I got to St. Servan, I put up at the 
British Hotel, kept by an Englishman 
there; and at this hotel was stopping 
this very man Gammone. There is a little 
English church in the town, and the regu- 
lar clergyman having over-dosed himself 
with brandy and French cooking, had such 
a fit of gout that Gammone took his duty 
till he got better — which he never did, for 
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he died soon after. Then a requisition was 
signed by the Bnglish inhabibants there, 
and somehow or other, I cannot say how, 
Gammone, who really preaches a fine ser- 
mon, got the berth, worth about a hundred 
a year. He soon became quite the rage ; 
was invited and went out everywhere. 
There was staying there at the time a 
Major Stewart with an only daughter, a 
very nice elegant girl, not beautiful, but 
stili pretty enough ; but she had one of 
the inost splendid figures ever seen, and 
a tiny little f oot and anele. Jessie Stewart 
and Gararaone fell in love with one an- 
other ; it was reported the Major was ex- 
ceedingly well off, he kept his brougham 
and raan-servant, gave good dinners, had 
a wine party once a week, and every now 
and then a dance at his place. After a 
while Jessie and Gammone were married, 
and I carne over from Cowes again in the 
yacht to be his best man. I had promised 
him to do so in a moment of thoughtless- 
ness, and deuced inconvenient it was too, 
for I lost the first fortnight in Scotland by 
it. Old Stewart gave a grand wedding- 

B 2 
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breakfast, and it was decided thej were to 
live with him. 

" The rest of the story has been told me 
by a friend, for I left the day after they 
were married. 

" Gammone and his wife went to Paris 
for a fortnight, and then returned, taking 
up their abode with the old gentleman, 
Gammone did not seem now in such 
good spirits as he had been, and rumours 
went about that the bride had no fortune ; 
however, it was only the on dity and no 
one knew anything about it. The old 
gentleman gave his dinners as usuai, and 
everything went on the same ; but one day 
he was struck down by apoplexy and 
four-and-twenty hours afterwards he was 
laying in the Bnglish ceraetery at St. Ser- 
van. Then carne out the truth — there 
was not a farthing ; ali the money was 
sunk in an annuity, and Mrs. Gammone 
was perfectly penniless. Gammone went 
over to England, to see about things and 
make some inquiries, leaving his wife be- 
hind. A fortnight after he had been gone 
she received a letter from him, stating 
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that though he entirely exonerated ber, 
her father had miserably deceived 
him. That they had not money to live 
together, and that night he was starting 
for Australia; wished her good-bye, and 
said he had no doubt she would be well 
looked after by her St. Servan friends, 
and that if things ever turned up trumps 
with him, she would be the first to know 
it and he would come over and fetch her. 

" There was a kind-hearted old Bnglish 
lady living there quite alone, and with 
plenty of means, she took compassion on 
the half-maddened creature, and there she 
is at this present moment installed as 
companion. I only heard about her just 
before our marriage. As for Gammone, 
he never wrote a line, or has he been 
heard of. Now, Bessy, you have this 
scoundrers history." 

"Alice shall know ali about it by to- 
morrow's post," said her ladyship, quietly, 
" this is the pet curate that ali make such 
a fuss about. l'U put Alice on her guard 
at any rate, and if I know her rightly, 
which I think I do, she will make it 
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remarkably unpleasant for bis reverenc».'* 

"My dear Miss Lee," said the carata 
the Sunday night foìlowìng the above 
conversatioD, ^* I have come to see what is 
the matter, you were not at church this 
morning. I fear you are unwelU' 

" No, Mr. (jammone, but I did not feel 
inclined to go to-day." 

"Fie, fie," said he, playfully, "you 
should not neglect your religious duties 
for a day ; if it had been raining, now, or 
bitterly cold, there might been some excuse, 
but such a lovely day as this has been/' 

"Well, at any rate, Mr. Gammone, I 
did not go, but you must forgive me." 

" Of course, I will — I will forgive you 
anything, but let us talk of another matter. 
You cannot but have observed the great 
interest I feel in you — more than that, the 
love I have for you," this he said in his 
most dulcet tones. 

" Mr. Gammone !" she exclaimed, and 
her eyes flashing. " You are aware I am 
engaged, but perhaps," sitting calmly down 
again, " it has slipped your memory." 

*^ Well, Miss Lee, honestly I cannot say 
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it has, but everything according to the old 
adage is fair in love or war. Yours is not 
a long engagement, you bave only known 
the gentleman a short lime, he canno t givo 
you the position I can — will you be my 
wife— we .can be married at once — write to 
him and break off your engagement ; say 
Miss Lee — ^Alice — shall it be so." 

The girl sat perfectly quiet — pale as 
death — her lips livid and compressed ; but 
she uttered not a word. Her companion 
fondly imagined his triumph and victory 
was secure, and that the " Yes" would come 
as soon as she had sufficiently collected 
herself. 

" Alice," he said, " do not keep me in 
suspense any longer, say you will be mine, 
you know not how I doat on you." 

" Mr. Gammone," she at length replied, 
** you bave asked me a question, and that 
is to be your wife, I will answer it by 
asking you another." 

** What is it, Alice ? I will answer any- 
thing," he breathlessly said. 

"Well, Mr. Gammone," she asked, with 
the utmost calmness and composure " were 
you ever at St. Servan, in Franco ?" 
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Had a thunderbolt fallen at bis feet he 
could not bave been more frightened and 
ghastly-looking^ he seemed turned into 
stone. 

** Base, bad, eowardly, treacherous 
man !" she exclaimed, starting np and 
confronting him, her bosom heaving, and 
her face literally blazing with emotion. 
" I see guilt written in your craven coun- 
tenance. Do you remember Lord Verrie- 
fast ? have you forgotten your poor innocent, 
unfortunate and deserted wife? Shame, 
shame, on you, you a clergyman too — a 
servant of God — first to desert her you 
svvore to love, honour, and protect, and 
would then commit bigamy by marrying me 
— I -whom you know to be engaged — this 
is your holiness, your goodness ! You are 
indeed a worthy subject to be placed in the 
situation you are. Pray hear me out,'* 
seeing he was about to interrupt her, 
"you shall hear what I have to say — 
heartless as you are; have some pity 
on her you have abandoned — go to 
Franco, bring back your wife, do it any way 
you like, but do it quickly ; or the whole 
country shall know your history, and 
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Lord Verriefaat will bear me out. Begone 
now, and say by letter to-morrow what 
you will do ; if I do not receive a favour- 
able answer in twenty-four hours from 
this, ali shall come out ; but if you act 
in a proper way, no one shall ever bear a 
word of your infamous behaviour — this I 
swear to you." 

The cowed scared man left the house 
without answering. 

'• Was anything so nice ?" '' Think of 
that dear Mr. Gammone giving an after- 
noon party," such were the exclamations 
running the round of the pet curate's 
parish. " So kind and considerate of him." 
" So friendly." " So charming." Ali the 
parish was asked ; at least, ali who were 
invitable. There was a first-rate lunch in 
his greenhouse, which was large, and had 
been beautifully fitted up and warmed; 
it was yet too cold for a garden party out- 
side— ices, champagne, claret cup, in fact 
it was as well done as it could be. 

The curate was bere, there, and every- 
where, in the greatest spirits ; bowing to 
one, getting cold chicken for another, 
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and sherry and lemonade for a third. 

Miss Smithers had made up her mind for 
conquest on this day. She was arrayed in 
the very palest of sea-green silks, beauti- 
fully made. But Miss Brown was not to 
be done. Miss Smithers' maid had split 
as to the colour, so Miss Brown went up 
to town and ordered a beautiful pink one 
from Marshall and Snellgrove, and a mag- 
nificent bouquet from Solomons. Miss 
Jenkins invested in a bright blue; and 
Miss Robinson, who was getting somewhat 
past mark of mouth, appeared in virgin 
white. Bach young lady, who fancied she 
made the least impression or had a chance^ 
had fully made up her mind to do or die. 

" Ladies and gentlemen," said the pom- 
pous Mr. Broadmead, a wealthy and re- 
tired grazier, who always would speechify, 
getting on his legs, " unaccustomed as I 
am " 

" To public speaking,'* put in an indis- 
creet young gentleman, who had taken 
more champagne and claret cup than was 
good for him. 

"No, Sir," said the grazier, glaring 
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round ,with his gold eye-glasses, to detect 
the offender, which he failed in doing. 
** I am not unaccustomed to public speak- 
ing. I was going to observe, when I was 
so unseemingly interrupted, unaccustomed 
as I am to afternoon parties — he had never 
been to one before — given in this unusual 
scale— of — of — of — ^liberality and magni- 
ficence." 

" Cock-a-doodle-do !" crowed the young 
gentleman, who was highly delighted at 
his success at not being discovered ^and 
seeing there was a general titter, for Mr. 
Broadmead was not popular. 

"You may cock-a-doodle-do me, Sir, 
as much as you like, whoever you are," 
returned the grazier, " but you shall not 
put me down. I repeat, liberality and 
magnificence of our worthy host and en- 
tertainer, for he is " 

" A jolly good fellow," bawled out 
another, emboldened by his friend' s success. 

" Very well, Sir," said the irate speaker, 
" by ali means, let it be a jolly good fello w, 
if you choose, but that is not what I was 
going to say, I therefore beg without 
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trespassing on your time any further to 
propose bis health with " 

" Three times three, and the musical 
honours," shouted out the first." 

" Sir !" exclaimed the orator, with great 
emphasis and grandeur, " allow me to 
remind yóu this is not a tavern but the — the 
— the," he was going to say "the Hall," but 
as they were in a greenhouse, substituted 
" the domain of a much respected and 
valued gentleman." 

" One of the olden school," put in 
another, amidst the laughter of ali. 

"Oh, Mr. Grammone, dear Mr. Gom- 
mone," said Miss Smithers, who was seated 
next to him, " I am quite too awfully terri- 
fied and alarmed. There is not— oh, say 
there is not' going to be — to be — a fight, 
is there ?" 

" Dearest Mr. Grammone," uttered Miss 
Jenkins, who was determined not to be 
out-done, "they will not hurt you^ will 
they — teli me you are safe ?" 

" Mr. Broadmead, ladies and gentle- 
men," said the host, getting on his legs, 
and throwing his hair back with his white 
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band. "I cannot sufficiently express 
myself for your kindness, and the great 
honour you bave done me," here he passed 
his scented handkerchief across his eyes. 
" Yes," he continued, " it has come on me 
quite unprepared, and I really am at a 
loss what to say." (No ! no !). " I must 
Ihrow myself on your indulgence, and 
generosity, if I inadequately express my- 
self. You know not the pleasure it gives 
me to see the old and young, rich and 
poor, happy. I Cannot bear discussions 
or discord, it need not be, for a soft 
answer turneth away wrath. No, my 
dear friends, as long as you are happy in 
yourselves you make me happy." (Yes 1 
yes ! and applauso). Several young ladies 
went into tears, and one exclaimed " sub- 
lime." 

" We are ali erring mortals. (* Too 
true,' from an old lady, who fiUed herself 
inadvertently a glass of sherry and drank 
it). "And we should learn to bear and 
forbear, to forgive and forget, (great 
thumping on the table), those in glass- 
houses should not cast stones." (Tremen- 
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dous applause, during which, the Cock-a- 
doodle-do gentleman hit the Jolly good 
fellow (yfìntlennan full in tho ève with a bit 
of orange-peel in which some tipsy cake 
was roUed up.) " It has given me the 
greatest pleasure to see you ali here to- 
day, and I hope it may not be the last 
time by a great many." (Frantic applause 
during which the old lady took another 
glass of sherry.) " I have been obliged to 
put you ali in my greenhouse, for my 
rooms are so humble and small ; but thanks 
to my friends, I think I may say, without 
being egotistical, it is beautifully decor- 
ated, like ali the gems I see around me." 
(Here both young ladies squeezed his 
arms). " I can only compare it to Aladdin's 
cave or grotto — the Cave of the Lamp — 
but which never gave such a light as 1 see 
in the bright eyes of those around me." 
(True ! andyes ! yes !) " But now I must 
prepare you for a revelation, my most 
valued friends. I am not a marrying 
man." (' Yes, yes, but you will be,' from 
several mammas). **No, ladies, I am not 
a marrying man because — I am a married 
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man." (The hands of the Misses Smithers 
and Jenkins were withdrawn from his 
arms simultaneously.) 

"Yes, my beloved friends, I have a 
dear good and aflFectionate wife ; you may 
ask me why has Mr. Gammone concealed 
his marriage ? Why has our curate not 
brought her amongst us ? he has been 
here three years, and we never heard of 
his being a Benedici before. My friends, 
I will teli you why, no man is free from 
blame. I ran away with my wife, she 
had a poor, old and infirm father, on his 
forgiving US, which he immediately did, 
I promised him, a promise which I have 
rigidly and faithfuUy kept — that I would 
leave her with him, never take her away, 
or mention my marriage till his death. He 
is dead, it was an old man's whim — foUy 
I may say, let it be so, but I am happy 
in knowing I kept faith." (noble young 
man, from an elderly lady). "My be- 
loved wife, the cherished one of my 
heart, will be amongst you soon, to- 
morrow I go to fetch her. I feel you will 
accord her the same kind reception you 
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bave given me ; you will find ber gentle, 
affectionate and amiable, will enter fuUy 
into ali your feelings, she is generous fco 
the poor, and rich in virtue ; if anything 
had happened to ber during the three 
years I bave been away, I sbould bave 
broken my beart." (Here he was mucb 
overcome). " My dear friends let us drink 
the bealth of ber I love and vaine, and 
wbo will ever be a friend to those who 
need one, or are in distress." (Vociferous 
applause). 

Here the old lady fiUed ber tumbler by 
mistake, and the "jolly good fello w " 
man, returned the compliment on bis 
" cock-a-doodle " friend, by taking bim a 
tremendous rap on the mouth with a 
stewed pear, whicb suddenly stopped bis 
cheering. 

The party broke up an bour after, many 
were the band shakings and protestations 
of undying friendship, but the Reverend 
Butteer Gammone could not fail to see 
that the young ladies, one and ali, were 
not so friendly or cordial as before. 

How the Reverend gentleman managed 
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to make bis peace with bis long and cruelly 
deserted wife, is not known, but be did ; 
for in due time sbe appeared amongst 
tbem, tali, pale, and cairn, beautifuUy 
dressed, wbicb set off ber elegant figure 
to perfection. 

Sbe certainly was a very fine and cbarm- 
ing woman, and greatly admired; but 
from tbe bour sbe entered ber busband's 
bouse be got no more worked slippers or 
braces, and bis presents of game fell off 
considerably. 

Stili be was tbe pet curate, and people 
came far and wide to bear bim ; but tbere 
was one in bis parisb tbat be feared above 
ali otbers, wbo never entered bis cburcb 
again, and tbat was Alice Lee, sbe used 
to drive to anotber tbree miles off in ber 
little pony cbaise. 

Her non-attendance at tbe parisb 
cburcb was generally remarked, and people 
set it down, tbat being so friendly witli 
the curate as sbe bad been, sbe was in- 
dignant and jealous at not being invited 
to bis afternoon party; but be knew 
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better, and was ever most polite in raising 
bis hat when they met, and bis wife con- 
stantly callod at Tborley farm-^in fact 
Mrs. Gammone took more notice of Alice 
Lee tban anyone else in tbe parisb, much 
to tbe disgust of tbe upper ten ; but sbe 
was so gentle and unassuming tbat no- 
tbing could be said, and tbe curate's wife 
was as popular as ever, as well as ber 
busband. 

But matters were not to go on so 
smootbly ; tbere carne to reside in tbe 
neigbbourbood a small family tbat bad 
lived at St. Servan, and it gradually carne 
out tbat Mr. Gammone bad deserted bis 
wife tbere ; but as tbis family did not 
move in tbe first circles, it did not mucb 
matter. 

But as time went on tbe Reverend 
gentleman, finding tbat bis callers were 
gradually falling off, went boldly to work, 
took tbe bull by tbe borns, and told every- 
one tbat be knew wbat bad been said about 
bim, and also tbe people wbo bad spread 
tbe wicked and malicious reports, and 
tbat tbey tbemselves bad run away from 
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France without paying their debts, which 
was a fact. 

By this judicìous stroke he not ODly 
cleared himself, but put the others in for 
it. The tradesmen got shy and suspicious, 
would only give short credit, and pressed 
for payment; this, coupled with a hint 
from the curate that they were a bad lot 
who never paid anyone, settled them in 
the parish, and one day they were non estj 
and the curate had it ali to himself again. 

But he was in too populous a neighbour- 
hood to be safe, people were constantly 
going and coming, and once or twice he 
very narrowly escaped being recognised — 
so thinking discretion the better part of 
valour, managed an exchange, with fifty 
pounds a year to the good, and wended 
his way down into Cornwall with ali his 
belongings, dose to the place where the 
Brutons were settled. 

There he felt comparatively safe, and as 
his duties were nothing like so heavy as in 
the parish he had come from, he had plenty 
of time on his hands, he had no new 
sermons to write, the ones he had by 
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him would carry him through three or 
four years, and when he had gone through 
them ali he could commence them again^ 
for a lively and discerning Cornish congre- 
gation were not likely to recoUect them, or 
what they had been about. 

Although in former days he had de- 
nounced hunting, shooting, and fishing as 
cruel, he took to it with wonderful gusto, 
and there were few better sportsmen in the 
country than he was. 

One thing must be said in his favour, he 
never ill-treated or spoke a cross word to 
his wife, in fact the lady in a quiet way 
had got the whip hand ofhim, butthis she 
never allowed him to know, and we doubt 
if he disco vered it him self. 



CHAPTBR XII. 



PASTEEN AND OO's IDEAS ON 'OSS EACING. 



A kSNug hosteirie was the **Hand and 
Spear/' a resort of hunting-grooms, whìps, 
and men of that kidney ; it was there runs 
were run over agaìn, and many foxes were 
broken up afresh in the blue parlour of the 
said house. 

The bar-parlour was too small to accom- 
modate the numbers that assembled there 
of an evening. The tap was too low, the 
smoking-room was monopolized by the 
commercials. So the blue parlour was re- 
served for Pastern and Co. And this was 
in some measure wise, for the gentlemen 
were not niggardly in their orders. Gin 
cold was the more favoured beverage, but 
on a night before separating, they would 
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have a stirrup-cup in the shape of egg-flip, 
which the house was famous for. The 
landlord of the " Hand and Spear " was a 
horsey man himself, he had been the 
Honourable Hugh Welcher's stud-groom, 
but though the Honourable Hugh managed 
to do a pretty good thing in the way of 
betting, yet with his own horses he hardly 
ever managed to land a stake. 

He, therefore, under the circumstances, 
thought it advisable to get rid in a quiet 
way of his chargé d^affaireSy which he did, 
but not before that worthy had fiUed his 
pockets at his master' s expense. The 
"Hand and Spear "being at that time to 
let, Mr. Nobbleall took the business, good- 
will and fixtures, and a capital thing he 
made of it. He bought and sold horses, 
lent money when it was safe and the 
security undeniable, attended race meet- 
ings, and made a hook. Many and many 
a fiver carne out of the pockets of his 
customers, for the landlord knew the 
latest state of the odds, and therefore had 
the pulì of the farmers and yeomen who 
frequented his house. 
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On a Saturday night they generally 
mustered in great force, Pastern was one 
of the few Mr. Nobbleall did not attempt 
to bleed, he was not so easily caught. 
A very wary customer was Mr. Pastern, 
if it had not been for his indomitable lazi- 
ness and fondness for liquor, he was by 
no means a bad servant in his particular 
walk, he knew when a borse was in con- 
dition, and he knew how to make him 
and how to keep him so. 

" It's a pity, Pastern," remarked the land- 
lord, as he and about twenty others sat 
in the blue parlour each puffing at his 
" yard of day," which filled the room 
with a dense cloud of smoke, so thick as 
to render the figures on the other side of 
the room hardly distinguishable, and made 
one imagine that they were in a London 
November fog. " It's a pity you have not 
a borse to prepare for these steeplechases, 
suit you a deal better than driving the 
Colonel and his Missis about, more your 
f orm, eh ?" 

" I should think it was," returned Pas- 
tern, " but some people don't know when 
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they are well off. Now there's my Lady 
Verriefast, she runs two for the Ladies' 
Cup. Who was the most likely to put ber 
'osses in f ettle ? I who 'av 'ad 'em under my 
'ands and knows their constotootion, or 
the chap that is a training of 'em ; gallop- 
ìng and galloping, a taking ali the steel 
cut of 'em, and making 'em stale, now let 
US see how many on 'em are fit. There's 
two from the Moat. Two Mrs. Allsnob 
runs, they will be as fit, as fit as attention, 
good feeding, and proper work can make 
them — that will be four ; one of Lady Mary 
Slyfox's, five; one' of Lady Lavender's, 
six ; Miss Dutchbild sends ber old elephant, 
seven; Miss Thornhiirs Sultan, eight; 
Mrs. Conyers, nine, and four a coming 
from the next 'unt — thirteen in ali. Well 
I can't say anything about the last four, 
because I knows nothing about 'em. I 
bear they ain't much, but out of the nine 
from our 'unt there will be only four fit ; 
and these will be Mrs. AUsnob's two, Miss 
Thornhill's and Mrs. Conyers'. He's a 
rare band at a borse is Mr. Blake. I 
don't know what Allsnob would do wìth- 
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out him*; but there's one quite as good, 
and a more patient rider of the two, and 
that is young Mr. Thornhill, it's a pity he 
is so ili and cannot get up, it would be a 
treat to see 'im and Mr. Blake at the 
finish, there will be some good 'ands up ; 
but the match of the meeting will be 
Duffer's and Bluster's." 

" Who do you think will be the best 
man of the two, Mr. Pastern?" asked a 
pad-groom deferentially. 

" I think, Sir," said Pastern, throwing 
himself back in his chair, stretching out 
his legs, and sending out a volume of 
smoke, "I think, Sir, they will both 
come to grief. If either of the muflFs have a 
pulì over the other, I consider Mr. Blus- 
ter 'as the cali. What do gentlemen like 
them know about racing or steeplechasing, 
and now I am on the subject and I sees a 
lot o£ young 'uns about me, I will, with 
my friend Nobbleall's permission, just teli 
you in as few words as possible what I 
thinks of 'oss racing in general. It's hum- 
bug and robbery." 
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" No, no," exclaimed several, " not so 
bad as that, Mr. Pastern." 

" I say it is," resumed that individuai. 
" It's just this ; many gentlemen are born 
to laFge fortunes, or comes into them, 
nothing will do but they must go into 'oss 
racing, of which they know nothing more 
than — than — Buffer or Bluster ; they won't 
be content with two or three 'unters, and 
'av' a day with the 'arriers, or what not, 
but they must 'ave race *osses or steeple- 
chase 'osses, and send 'em to crack 'ands 
to be trained; p'raps you don't know 
what trainers' bills are. I do. Why if they 
wos to win three or four races off — skin 
the lamb at a small meeting, they would be 
out pocket ; wot with hentrances, expenses, 
riding fees, and so on, it ain't on the 
cards for them to win; but they will 
swallow buttered gammon. In course 
trainers wants to live like other people, 
and if men are hasses enough to send 
horses to triain, it's the trainer's dooty to do 
their best by 'em, and get 'em as fit as pos- 
sible for the post, which many do. Though 
a 'oss may be a good un and could win, it 
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ain't always the stable interest he should 
win, so he's roped, coopered, or got at 
soraehow or other; but this I do know, 
that in great raceswhere the money is.on ^ot, 
I mean on any particular 'oss, as a rule 
there goes the race — that is the money 
follows the 'oss, or the 'oss the money. 
Then again, chaps^s knows nothing about 
it, they will go into betting — that's safe to 
stump 'em. Now I ain't no ways against 
racing, and for men who understand it, it 
is ali very well ; but the turf is terribly low 
now, and lots of the swells 'as cut it. If 
gentlemen are soft enough to go into it 
and be plundered, why the outsides may 
as well have a cut in as anyone else ; 
that's my motto. Now with gentlemen as 
races for the sake of racing, not betting, 
that's rìght enough, especially if they 
can stand the racket ; but racing as it is, 
means betting and nothing more, when 
there's no betting there will be no 
racing. Except for those as I have said 
race for the love of the thing, betting, 
my boys, will be the ruin of the turf. 
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There will be no turf soon, so we may as 
well make bay whilst the sun shines. 
There's honest trainers as do their dooty 
by their employers, and there's a great 
many dishonest ones; the same with the 
jocks, there's many first-rate fellows as 
won't go astray, but there's many of 'em 
as would sell you for a five pound note. 
'Oss racing is a wheel within a wheel, but 
if you will bet, and my friend Nobbleall will 
teli you the same, if you will pile the agony 
on, alwaysfoUowthe money; but chaps with 
no means puts on their halfcrowns, orhalf 
quids, loses and get into trouble — the foot- 
man steals the Silver piate or pawns it to 
meet his engagements, and clerks and shop- 
man's 'ands often times find their way 
into their master' s till. Now with steeple- 
chasing, and where there are gentlemen 
riders up, mind ye, gentlemen riders — none 
of yer half and half swells, but the genuine 
article who are above bribery, buttered 
gammon and don't bet, it's ali well and 
good, and that's where the Wareheel 
steeple-chases will be clippers — no pro- 
fessional are allowed, and every race 
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will be ridden on the square, and from 
end to end ; but talking of the turf — as 
the turf, it's bosh and a delusion. There, 
my boys, now you 'ave my idea on 'oss 
racing. Give me another four penny- 
worth, Nobbleall, l'm as dry as a lime 
kiln." 

^* Right you are, Pastern,*' said mine 
host, " and I agree with ali you have 
said ; but you have forgotten to state that 
some of the swells are just as slippery 
as their trainers and jocks, and that when 
a borse is fit to go for bis life, he is 
scratched, the trainer sold, and very often 
a stable put in the hole, when it could 
have puUed through and with lots to spare. 
Pastern has given you the correct tip, 
Miss Thornhill's Sultan, Mrs. AUsnob's 
two. and Mrs. Conyers's will be there or 
there about ; back them for win or a place 
and you can't go wrong." 

" l'il just teli you a circumstance that 
happened when I was a stable lad. There 
was as nice a young gent as ever you see ; 
he was but three or four-and-twenty, and 
he lived with an aunt, whilst she was 
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alive and he could not handle the coin, 
except what she allowed him, it was ali 
righi, and he was as quiet and steady as 
need be ; he was fond of shooting and a 
rare good shot he was, he had his couple 
of hunters and ali he wanted in reason. 
The old lady dies and leaves him every- 
thing, fifteen hundred a year and the 
estate. Well, Master Jack goes up to 
London, and presently there comes down 
a rumour he had gene into racing, which 
turned out to be correct ; he won one or 
two stakes, then he increased his stud 
and made a book, that cooked him, for he 
dropped heavily on his first Two Thousand. 
Then he made a heavier one for the Derby 
which he pulled off, but lost it ali again 
on the Leger, and so he went on from 
year to year ; by and by the estato was sold, 
and then he went ahead again for a time, 
but at last he was entirely ruined ; trainers 
sold him, jockeys sold him, and men that 
owed him money sold him. There was 
imprisonment for debt in those days, but 
he was too plucky to hide away from 'em, 
so he invites ali his creditors to come to 
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bis place one day, to take a receipt in full 
of ali he owed them — well they carne over 
rejoiced to think he was right. 

" ^ l'm sure Mr. ,' says one of 

the creditors, " we should never have 
pressed you, we knew you would be ali 
right one day or other.' 

" * How can you say so ?' says the poor 
fellow. * Why you are the very one who 
has been hunting me the most. You have 
a writ out against me.' 

" ^ That is true, Sir, but it has not been 
put in force.' 

" * But it would have, if I had gene out ; 
the very instant I put my nose out of the 
door, the sheriff's officers would have had 
me ; there they are on the opposite side of 
the Street now.' 

" ^ Wel], Sir,' says the other, looking 
red and ashamed, Hhere is no need of 
them now you are going to do the 
proper thing.' 

" ' Who told you I was going to do the 
proper thing ?' asked the other savagely. 
* I invited you ali to come here to take a 
receipt in full, and here it is.' There was 
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a bang, and the brains flew up to the 
ceiling and about the walls ; he fell stone 
dead, thev said it was a horrible sisrht. 
My governor who was there was terribly 
cut up — he owed him a pot o£ money, but 
he said he would rather have lost it ten 
times over than it should have happened. 
Now these steeplechases are amongst 
friends, and quite a different thing. I at- 
tend races and bet, because I know how to, 
but I never go heavily to work. No man 
ever heard of me laying the odds. I can't 
aflFord to do that for the sake of making a 
foundation for my book. I take the odds 
when I know it to be safe, long or short, 
it's ali the same to me." 

" You think then Miss Thornhill's ' Sul- 
tan ' has a good chance," asked one. 

*^ I don't think anything about it," re- 
turned the other. " I know he has, but 
he is kept so quiet. No one gets at any- 
thing about him. Mr. Charles keeps the 
key of his box himself, and sees that he is 
done ; he watches him in ali his exercise 
which is mostly walking, and that he gives 
him himself now he is getting better. 
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When the borse has a canter or gallop, a 
lad is put up ; the same may be said of 
Mrs. AUsnob's horses, ber brother sees to 
them, be will ride one and Major Rasper 
the other. I don't know who will be oa 
the others. God bless my soul there's 
plenty of good gentlemen-riders if they 
would only come forward ; it will be a fine 
race this ladies race, but ali depends oa 
condition, and that my lads means having 
them hard in flesh and muscle, which is 
only got by good and judicious feeding, 
by regular and Constant exercise, not too 
mnch of it, or, yet too little of it. It means 
putting undying pluck into them, to cut 
and come again as long as they can shove 
one leg before another, it's only the soft- 
hearted ones that dies away and shuts up. 
Condition means getting them into wind, 
and when they comes to the post they're a 
credit to themselves and those who bave 
looked after them. One borse may not be 
so speedy as another, otherwise we should 
bave nothing but dead heats, but that's 
no reason they should be faint-hearted or 
curs. A good borse will go till he drops 
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and many do in the hunting-field, being 
ridden by muffs who don't know when a 
horsc is dying under them, and that he 
has been galloped broken-hearted ; they 
goes busting them through the ploughed 
land and a racing of them on the grass, 
and won't cry a go as long as there is 
any go in the unfortunate animai. But 
you will see four horses in thelady's stake 
that are fit, broughtupto the post as they 
ought to be, and the race you'll see will lie 
between those four I have namedj, for con- 
dition will teli in the country they will 
have to go over, as well as in any other 
country. I£ Mr. Charles puts a good man 
up on his cousin's borse, which he is cer- 
tain to do, * Sultan ' will be near about 
winning it; for he is a splendid fencer, 
a sticker, a fine turn of speed, and well- 
bred. l've heard Mr. Blake say over and 
over again he is the best borse they 
ever had in their stable, and that is saying 
a good deal, for a bad one never finds 
room there. It's a country as will try the 
metal of men and horses ; the jumps are. 
big and some of the going is very heavy, 
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but it's nothing more than good hunters 
ought to be able to do. Then the prize is 
worth having, a two hundred guinea cup 
is something to bave on one's sideboard. 
And the second borse will not do so badly 
either with entrance money, tbere is no 
half forfeit, five guineas each, P.P. No, 
the sixty-five guineas will not go begging, 
for every borse you may depend will be 
ridden out — there l've done." 

The foUowing Sunday, as Colonel 
Downey and bis wife had gone to Har- 
rogate for a few days, Pastern resolved to 
take a round and see what was going on. 
Saddling bis master's celebrated * Jim 
Crow,' he rode leisurely over to Lord 
Verriefast's. 

" Ah, tbere you are, 'ow are you ?" be 
said, as be espied bis Lordship's old groom. 
" l've just ridden over to give the Colonel's 
'oss a little exercise, or he will be too 
much for bim, they come 'ome the day after 
to-morrow ; 'ow are the nags ?" 

" Nicely, Mr. Pastern. Come and bave 
look at your old friends. The one my Lady 
first had, not the one my Lord gave ber, 
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is as fit as a fiddle, the otber one is coming 
on but is a leetle too full in flesh yet." 

Pastem had a look at the horses, walked 
through the stable, walked into some 
October ale, talked big, and then walked 
off. He visited Captain Slyfox's and Lord 
Lavender's, saw the horses, found out what 
work they were doing, and then rode over 
to Squire Conyers, there the men were 
away and he could bear or see nothing. He 
then wended bis way to Mr. Thornhiirs, 
and found one of the grooms there asleep 
by bis harness-room fire, with " Bell's 
Life " on the floor beside bim. 

" Why it's Mr. Pastern," said the man, 
as he woke up from the slap on the 
shoulder he received. " Dashed if l've 
not been asleep ! bring a chair near the 
fire, it's uncommon chilly, there's no one 
bere but myself ; the coachman and ali of 
'em are gene to afternoon church, except 
Mr. Charles, he is lyingdown, I believe, 
for he has not been quite so well to- 
day." 

" I can't stop very long," replied Pas- 
tern, " l've been round looking at ali the 
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'osses, some of 'em are uncommon fit. 1 
mean those that are going for the Ladies' 
Cup ; 'ow is yours going on ?" 

" Very tidy, Mr. Pastern. Mr. Charles 
says he is as fit as can be made, he was 
in prime condition when he came to us ; 
a little loaded about the shoulders, but 
that is ali oflf, he is fit to run for a man's 
life." 

" Glad to hear it, Tm sure, John ; who 
do you think will be put up ?" 

" That I can't say, Mr. Charles is very 
dose, but he says there will be a good 
hand on him." 

" Well, I should like to have a look at 
the horse, John." 

" What ?" exclaimed the man, " look at 
our horse — look at Sultan. Why, Mr. 
Pastern, it would be more than my place 
is worth, even if I had the power to show 
you, which I have not. Mr. Charles keeps 
the key of the box to himself ; it is a largo 
stake the horse is going for, and one can't 
be too particular you know. I never 
see a gentleman more anxious than he 
is about this horse, and bar accidents I 
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think we shall pulì it oflf ; but bere comes 
the governor, it must be feediug-time, 
what a thundering loBg Tubile I must bave 
slept.'' 

"No, Mr. Pastern," said Charlie, in 
answer to bis question, " I am sorry I 
cannot show you Sultan, I promised Miss 
Tbornbill no one sbould see bim ; but tbis 
I can teli you, be is well and fit, and if, as 
you say, you are going to lay out a little 
money, I do not think you can do better 
than back bim for win or a place." 

"Much obliged to you, Mr. T bombili, I 
am sure," repKed Pastern. " It's ali very 
Avell backing an undeniable good 'oss, and 
your 'oss is ali tbat ; but then it's money 
tbrown away if a muff is put up. Now 
Mrs. AUsnob's brotber will ride one of ber 
borses, and Major Rasper the otber. Mr. 
Conyers's nephew, young Mr. Greenway, 
will ride Mrs. Conyers's, be is a fine 
horseman is the young gentleman, one of 
the best 'ands out ; if Sultan bas a good 
man up he will be near upon winning," 
and as be said tbis be looked craftily at 
Tbornbill. 
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The young man saw the groom's drift 
in an instant and replied, 

" I am not at liberty, Pastern, to teli 
you who will ride him, you will know ali 
in good time ; but one will get the leg up 
who will do his best to win, but I must be 
going now, good morning to you." 

The worthy Pastern was foiled and had 
nothing to do but get on Jira Crow, and 
canter off to the " Hand and Spear. " 

'' Well, Pastern," said Mr. Nobbleall, as 
the man walked into his snug little 
sanctorum, " what news ?" 

" Not much," returned the other, " Fve 
been the round on 'em ; seen Lady Mary's 
two and Lady Lavender's two ; Conyers's 
people were out ; as for Miss Thornhill's 
Sultan, he's watched as dose as can be ; 
I saw Mr. Charles himself and asked 
him plump to let me see the 'oss, but it 
was no go, he refused me right out." 

" But did he teli you who was to ride 
the horse ?" 

"No he would not do that either, he 
said he was not at liberty to do so, so I 
came away as wise as I went." 
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"Sly gentleman, sly gentleman," re- 
plied mine host puffing away at bis churcli- 
Tvarden, *^ how the deuce is a fellow to 
make a hook, or earn an honest fi ver, if 
he can't know nothing ? what's the good 
of swells having horses if the public ain't 
to see them ?" 

" Well, I can't help that Nobbleall, he 
told me the borse was fit and well, and 
that I might back him for win or place." 
" That's not the point, if I knew who 
was going to ride the borse and it was a 
good man, I could afford to take the odds 
more readily ; but I don't like working in 
the dark. Now if Mr. Charles was fit and 
well — which he ain't — it would be ali up 
but shouting, for I believe that a quarter 
of an hour after the start I should be able 
to shy my hat up and sing out * Won in a 
Ganter ;' but you see he's not able to get 
up, and the one that does ride the borse 
may not know him. He may be a stranger 
to the country ; the animai may not take 
kindly to him, and a hundred things ; the 
odds offered now against the borse are 
very short, too short for me, they must 
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pile on the agony a little thicker before I 
has much to do with 'era ; but I think TU 
leave Sultan alone anyhow," 

" There's a couple of horses, I could be 
well paid for to send amiss," said Pastern, 
** but l'm not such an ass as to do it ; in 
the first place I could not get at them, 
and in the second they're not dangerous." 

" Whose might they be?" asked Nobble- 
all. 

" Lady Verriefast's," replied Pastern, 

" And who wants you to do this Kttle 
job ?" 

"Ah, that's telling, Nobbleall, a cove 
who can pay at any rate." 

"What a fool you must think me, 
Pastern, it does not require much thought 
to know who it is — it's Shirkington Duffer ; 
of course, my Lady refused him, it's a 
little spite and reyenge. I thought you 
were a cuter hand ; why you might make 
fifty easy out of him and do nothing." 

" How do you mean, Nobbleall ?" asked 
Pastern, eagerly, but almost in a whisper, 

*^ Why, look here, he knows me, but 
mind I goes half if he stumps up ; s'pose 
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you and I drive over in the tax-cart and 
see him ; you teli him you can manage it, 
and leave me to teli him how," 

" AH right, Nobbleall, l'ra your man, but 
I must have Jim Crow cleaned and fed. 
I will return with you, have a bit of some- 
thing to eat, and canter home before dark." 

"That's your sort," replied the other, 
as he left the room to order the cart in 
which they were presently seated and 
bowling along at twelve miles an hour, 

" Two gentlemen wish to see me !" ex- 
claimed Shirkington, waking up from his 
afternoon's nap. He was somewhat lonely 
by himself, and having nothing to do, had 
f alien asleep. " Who the deuce are they ?" 

" One, Sir, is Mr. Pastern," returned 
the servant, " the other is a gentleman I 
don't know." 

" Very well, Mary, show them in." 

" Servant, Sir, servant," said Nobbleall, 
briskly, " called to see you, Sir, con- 
fidentially," 

" Oh, did you, Nobbleall, what might it 
be about ? take a seat — sit down, Pastern." 

This they did, placing their hats before 



WON IN A CANTER. 283 

them; and seating themselves on the 
extreme edge of the chairs, which is the 
company way of such gentlemen. Then 
before they commenced, polished their 
foreheads with large cotton handkerchiefs, 
which when they had finished, were placed 
in the hats again, 

" New then, Nobbleall, fire away, let me 
hear what it is." 

"Well, the fact is, Sir," commenced 
Pastern, in a gentle voice, " you men- 
tioned to me a short time back, that ahem 
— you — you — ahem, would be glad to see 
Lady Verriefast's 'osses — to see them in 
fact," he was somewhat puzzledhow to put 
it, " not too near the winning-post," 

" Ah, did I ?" said Shirkington, care- 
lessly, " well, I cannot say I recoUect it ; 
there's the gin and water on the table, 
help yourselves," 

" Pastern and I have been over to see 
her Ladyship's horses," said Nobbleall, in 
his airy way. Shirkington knew he had 
been a stud-groom and was up to racing, 
" they're doing beautiful, and it's my 
opinion nothing will beat them, leastways, 
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the one bis Lordship gave her ; ber own 
borse, Marmaduke, is by no means a bad 
one, or a slow borse; but ^My Lord,' 
wbicb sbe calls bqr new one, is an out and 
outer. A magnificent fencer, a great tum 
of speed, and will stay for a week ; ali tbat 
blood will, be's by Rataplan out of a Bird- 
catcber mare, as tborougb-bred as Eclipse, 
notbing else in tbe racB will bave a cbance 
witb bim." 

" Do you really tbink so, Nobbleall ?" 
asked Sbirkington, "tbey seem to say 
Miss Tbornbill's * Sultan ' is tbe favourite." 

" Ha, ba, excuse my laugbing, Mr. 
Duflfer ; but * Sultan ' is just as bkely to 
win as Miss Dutcbbild's old screw, Hang 
me if I would not almost as soon back bim 
as * Sultan,' for be can stay, wbicb tbe 
otber cannot. No, Sir, no, * Sultan ' will 
not be in it after tbe first mile, tbe cup 
goes to my Lord — it's as safe as boiled." 

" If you wisb it, Sir," put in Pastern, 
" I can do tbe trick. My Lord or tbe otber 
sban't come witbin six fields of tbe winning 
borse ; I know you owe my Lady a grudge 
for ber scandalous bebaviour to you, in 
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pitching you over as she did. We are ali 
friends bere, I was telling Mr. Duffer," 
appealing to bis friend, " that if he likes 
we can prevent either of the horses we 
bave been speaking about coming witbin 
fields of the winner." 

" Of course we can, Pastem," returned 
bis partner, " Mr. Duffer can lay against 
'em botb, to any amount, knock 'em clean 
out of the betting if be likes, and stick it on 
sometbing else ; but to work tbis little job 
will require some coin. Mr. Duffer's cheque 
for fifty would do the trick bandsome." 

" Cheque, oh no, Nobbleall, no cheque 
for me." He knew a cheque would teli 
against bim, and be bad a lively horror 
of signing bis name ; be bad not forgotten 
bow beautifuUy Abce bad done bim. 
" Even if I was disposed," he said, " to 
give you any money, bow do I know it 
would be done." 

"Well, Sir," said Nobbleall, "tbere's 
bonour amongst — " thieves, he was going 
to say, but be checked bimself and said, 
" amongst racing gents. Look bere, if we 
stops Lady Verriefast's horses baving their 
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noses in front at the winning post, it's 
worth coin to you and us ; it's not reason- 
able for you to pay till you know you're 
safe, or us to expect it. Five-and- twenty 
guineas down, and five-and-twenty after 
it is ali over." 

Duffer mused before he gave an answer. 
And at last after a long talk, beating down 
on one side, raising the figure on the 
other, and emptying the gin bottle whereby 
each gentleman' s face was considerably 
inflamed, it was agreed forty pounds was 
to be the price — twenty down and twenty 
after the meeting." 

*' But how are you going to do it ?" 
asked Duffer. '' Nothing killing ?" 

" Do you suppose we're greenhorns, Sir. 
No nothing as will teli tales, or do any 
harm. A drug, the painted bit, the 
water, or a dozen other things will stop 
'em. Good evening, Sir, don't you fear, 
keep quiet and wait." And the two 
worthies quitted the room. 

" How on earth are you going to do it ?" 
asked Pastern of his friend, as they drove 
towards the " Hand and Spear." 
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" I never did see such a muff as you are, 
Pastern, in ali my born days ; there take 
your half," handing him ten sovereigns. 
*' How am I going to do it, easily, by 
doing nothing at ali ; bere we are twenty 
pounds to the good, the rest sball take its 
cbance. Do you suppose l'm going to risk 
Crossing tbe berring-pond for twenty 
pounds ; tbe borses are not likely to win 
and we can gammon bim tbat we coopered 
tbem." 

^* But if by any cbance one of 'em sbould 
win, Nobbleall, wbat tben ?" 

^* Wby, Pastern, if be said anytbing 
wbicb be would not, we sbould tbreaten to 
split ; but tbey won't win, nor anytbing 
like it, and we sball land tbe otber score 
as easy as may be," 

" Wbat a couple of infernal rascals tbey 
are !" muttered Duffer to bimself. ** I sup- 
pose .tbey will do it ali rigbt, tbougb. I 
bate tbat woman, to tbrow me over as sbe 
did, and ali for money too, sbameful !" 

He quite forgot be bad done tbe same 
tbing at Brigbton ; for wben be found out 
Bessy Sprigbtly bad notbing, be took bis 
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departure without a word; and he also 
quite forgot, that in spite of bis solemn 
word to Alice, who was getting everything 
ready for him, that he had proposed to 
and was accepted by Miss Bùllion — that 
directly the steeplechases were over he was 
to marry her for her hundred thousand 
pounds. 

Alice did not yet know that her swain 
was unfaithful to her, for the simple reason 
that as yet it was a secret. Shirkington 
had made his betrothed promise not to say 
a word about it. "Wait till after the 
steeplechases," he said, " and then ali the 
world may know it." 



CHAPTBR XIII. 

THE FIRST LEG UP THIRTY YEARS AGO. 

" The St. Albans' steeple-chase, fiddle- 
dee-dee ! ours will be a far better one than 
that ever was. Talk of your Osbaldestons, 
your Beecliers, your Sefferts, why they 
can't hold a candle to the Captain's son ; 
l'd like to see the man who could beat 
Jack SuUvan and Tom Tit over a country, 
it ain't in the order of things I teli you." 

Such was the opinion expressed pretty 
loudly by Farmer Dawes, jolly Bob Dawes 
one of the best shots and cricketers in 
Surrey ; now alas dead and gone. 

Yes, the Feltham grand steeple-chase 
was the talk of the day, they were not so 
common as they are now, a steeple-chase 
at the time I speak of was almost an un- 
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heard of laxnry, the ac-z/i-e, la ci'éme de la 
*:ì''^me, a sporting dish par exceUence^ aa 

** Xow look there," continaed Dawes, 
pointing to a sKm, wirr, nice looking lad, 
who waa walking towards tim, **there's 
the veiy boy acoming (it was market day 

at C j, and the company he addressed 

was namerous,) teli me he aint cut oat to 
lick ali as waa ever foaled — gammon !" 

The lad he pointed to was a fair- 
haired, healthy - complexioned, compact 
well-made yoath of about seventeen 
sammers ; his step was short, sharp, and 
decisive, he carried his head well up, and 
looked everyone fully and fearlessly in the 
face with his clear blue eyes. 

"Ah, Dawes," said the boy, as he carne 
dose to where the burly yeoman was 
standing, " how are you ? l'm getting 
Tom Tit into famous f ettle ; he is only a 
little one, but he can go and stay. I hope 
I shall not be far behind, but you know I 
am only a youngster, and this will be my 
first appearance in public ; but I càn stick 
on and I know what my borse can do, but 
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with such tip-top sawyers as Black Tom 
(Oliver), Jitn Mason, Dan Seffert, the 
Squire (Osbaldeston), the Captain (Beecher) 
and a host of others, I stand but a poor 
chance." 

" Poor chance, Master John ! chance be 
blowed, if fine temper, patience, good 
hands, and a heart placed where it ought 
to be can win, you will — there now, let us 
go and have two sixpenny worths over 
it. Dammee l'U lay a crown to a shilHng 
a thousand times over, (puUing out a 
moderately sized sack with some difficulty 
from his breeches pocket,) that you win 
or are placed." 

" Well, I hope I may be, Dawes ; nothing 
to drink, thank you. I gave Tom Tit 
four miles of it to-day, a stifi* one, his last 
gallop before the event, he pulled up as 
game as a pebble, and as sound as a roach. 
l've not galloped him stale though, or 
shin sere as some do ; he's been in quick 
work, yet he is as fi'esh as a daisy, that is 
to say pretty quick work, a pipe opener 
every now and then ; but walking exercise 
and plenty of it is my system, but this 

u 2 



292 WON IN A CANTER. 

has been rather a hurried preparation, 
time would not allow him to be put 
through the sieve gradually. I bave a 
great advantage though of knowing the 
ground thoroughly, born and bred on the 
spot, there is not a gap or fence for miles 
round that I do not know ; but I must be 
going, good day to you." 

** There's a colt for you I" exclaimed the 
admiring farraer, as the lad walked away, 
** fine form, a flier from head to heel, true 
blood and blue blood, he'd stay for ever.'* 

The Captain's son or " young Captàin," 
as he was generally called, was a great 
favourite with the farmers and yeomen 
about; he entered into ali their amuse- 
ments, was a good cricketer, fisherman, 
rode splendidly, and either at the trap or 
in the field few could beat him ; he was 
deadly with the tubes, only a year before 
we introduce him to the reader, he had 
blown off two fingers by the bursting of a 
gun at a pigeon match. 

His father, the Captain, was a man of 
means, grudged his son nothing in reason, 
and had some time before given him " Tom 
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Tit," a little Irish borse he had picked up ; 
no one knew anything about bina, but tbe 
lad soon found out tbat be bad not only a 
fine turn of speed, but cpuld stay, gallop 
tbrougb dirt, and was an admirable f encer. 
He bad got bis fatber's permission to enter 
bis borse at tbe fortbcoming Feltbam 
steeple-cbase. 

" It is only ten sovereigns entrance, 
Sir," be said — be did not cali bis fatber 
governor ; in tbose days cbildren addressed 
and talked of tbeir parents witb respect — 
" I bave tbe money saved up." 

" No, my boy, no, you sball not spend 
your money ; I will make you a present of 
tbe entrance fee — ^yes, you sball enter and 
ride your own borse, and I really tbink 
you bave a very good cbance." 

It was so arranged, and tbe lad at once 
commenced putting bis borse tbrougb tbe 
mill. 

" Well, Master Jobn, I was a wonder- 
ing wbere you could bave got to ?" ex- 
claimed Bullfincb, tbe Captain's old groom, 
coacbman, and factotum, as bis young 
master entered tbe stable-yard. He bad 
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been in the family upwards of fifty years 
and was a privileged person on the pre- 
mises, ho did and said as he liked, and 
kept the other men-servants in order. 
" Here's Brown Windsor, Slippery Brown, 
Master John, in the harness-room waiting 
to see you, he wants to look at our 'oss, 
but that can't be on no account whatso- 
ever ; you be careful of him, Sir, he's an out 
and out rascal ; don't teli him anything." 

" Not I, Bullfinch, come along with me 
and we will tackle Mr. Brown, Well, 
Windsor, what may you want with me ?" 
he asked, as he entered the room, which 
was a large, low, old-fashioned one, harness 
on one side and corn-bins on the other, with 
a fire-place and fire in it at the end, before 
which Mr. Slippery Brown was seated, 
smoking a pipe, which he put awayas 
the lad entered. He was a cunning, 
low, beetle-browed fellow, who always 
seemed to be looking over your head but 
never at you ; he was dressed in the 
sporting fashion of the day, had his clothes 
been in good order and on a gentleman 
they would have looked well, but on the 
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fello w that wore them they gave him the ap- 
pearance of what he was, a low blackguard. 
A green cut-away coat, somewhat seedy, 
with tarnished gilt buttons, a white hat 
none the better for wear, a blue bird's-eye 
tie, canary-coloured waistcoat, and drab 
cloth trousers, very tight, with a couple of 
buttons on each side at the bottom, com- 
pleted his costume. 

"Good moming, Sir," commenced the 
man, "glad to see you looking so well, 
Mr. John. As fresh as a three year old, 
as one might say, could I have a few 
moment s conversation with you alone ?" 

"Well, Brown, I do not know what 
you have to say that Bullfinch may not 
hear. I should be sorry my father knew 
you were about, for you know he is not 
pleased at the way you served him with 
that cow some time since, and requested 
you never to come on the premises again." 

" Well, but Mr. John, IVe come to do 
you a service, s'help me bob I have." 

" Very well, Brown, l'm much obliged, 
but what you have to say, say before 
Bullfinch, I want no confidences." 
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^ Fm not going to aay anTthing bcfore 
that c^ oock," remarked the feUow-in- 
solentty, •* be'd be i^pisg aH te the warid. 
I ain't Bach a focÀ as that. Goldfiiich 
oaght to be his Bame, for I s'pose he's 
«ared a fortune, and has &athered his nest 
with ten poond notes." 

**That's more than you can say, my 
Beedy buck," retorted the old man, " your 
pockets ain't OTer well lined, I gaess; 
generally to let, I s'pose. Fm not a 
greenfinch to be gammoned by sitch chaps, 
gitch a hawfinch as you ; you'll find me a 
ebaffinch* Tou wants to see onr 'oss and 
know ali about him, don't you? well I 
wish you may get it, Mr. Slippery Brown ; 
pVaps you'll teli us why you're called 
Slippery, you oily dog you." 

" I take a pride in being called Slippery," 
roplied the fellow, cocking his hat on one 
8Ìde, ** it's because no one can catch me 
out in anything, they never bave and never 
will, Fve always clean 'ands I bave — ^there 
now, can you say as much ?" 

" Glad to bear it, glad to bear it," re- 
pliod the other, *' a little Brown Windsor, 
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wouldn't do them any harm, they're dirty 
enough at the present moment. Now get 
out of this, I won't have ye here any 
longer, hook it sharp, or l'il have ye 
turned out by the men." 

But Brown had caught sight of the 
Captain coming down the yard, and had 
vanished in doublé quick without making 
any reply. 

What a crowd there is on the afternoon 
of the steeplechase about two o' clock. 
Although the great race was not till three 
o'clock, yet ali sorts of vehicles are on the 
road towards the scene of action. There is 
" Paddy," so well-known with the Queen's 
Hounds, bare-footed and scarlet-coated, 
with a handful of cards. " Dorling's cor- 
rect card, yer honour. Sure ye'U re- 
member Paddy, faix 'twas I caught yer 
horse, Major, last Tooesday as ever was 
when ye was grassed at the Feltham brook. 
The same as the names, weights, and 
colours of the riders will cross to-day. 
Good luck to them, here's me auld frind 
Jerry, wid his cocked hat, will teli ye the 
like ; sure it was Misther Elmore himself 
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giv me a sovereign to buj these cards, 
more power to him, and Mr. Montale 
fvììo pàiuteu lue ueauLiTul pìctura gi^e 
me anotber to spind in dhiink, the 

darlÌD." 

There again is another wfld yell, it is 
the crowd cbeering Bill Shirley, as he 
passes in big break-gig witb young Dutch 
8am hj bis side, not an inch would the 
wily Sbirley let the " young one move from 
bis side ;'* tbey bave just driven up from 
the " Catbarine Wbeel," Egbam. Young 
Ham must keep the muzzle on, for he has 
to polish Ned Neal off. There is a strong 
gatbcring of tbe fancy. Tom Spring, 
Holt, Dick Curtis, White-headed Bob, 
Tom Reynolds, Tom Oliver, Gulley, and 
a boat of othors. 

Harry England might be seen walking 
about, Lord Dolly bad cantered down on 
bis back. Ginger Stubbs and Jemmy 
Ducks from llampton. Wbere are tbey 
ali now ? gone, gone, gone 1 

llow difforent is a steeplechase ground of 
the presont day, tbe roar of tbe bookmakers, 
tbe oarnest gestioulations of fellows with 
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banda round their hats, or at moveable 
desks with an umbrella over their heads, 
laying odds which if they lost they had 
not themeans, or the sligh test idea, ofpay- 
ing — ali these were wanting on a course 
thirty years ago, and how well couldwe 
dispense with them now. 

The turf is not what it was and never 
will be again, till the maddening, the fatai 
passion for betting is put a stop to — it is 
the death dirge of the turf. 

The hour is getting on, well-appointed 
drags are being tooled down, beautiful 
horsewomen are cantering gracef uUy along 
on their spicy nags, and ali is bustle and 
excitement. 

Who is that with the blue frock-coat, his 
hat set jauntily on one side talking to the 
tali aristocratic man in black, with well- 
made well-fitting black buckskin trousers ? 
It is Lord Chesterfield conversing with 
Lord George Bentinck. 

There is that black- whiskered, swarthy- 
looking man in earnest conversation with 
a pale, fair-haired youngster. It is Tom 
Oliver taking instruotions from his em- 
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ployer, who knows as much about steeple- 
chasing as he does of flying. 

" I must ride liim, my Lord, according 
to my own judgment, or not ali," ex- 
claims Black Tom, and he turned care- 
lessly away, hummÌDg the air of his 
favourite song the " Gipsy King.'' 

Amongst the crowd might be seen Slip- 
pery Brown, in confidential chat with two 
or three suspicious-looking characters. 

" Have you got at him, Brown ?" asked 
one. 

" Got at him," answered the other, " no 
l've not, it was impossible. I went up to 
the place but had it from old BuUfinch, 
the young one is fly too. Night after night 
I tried the stable, but the old one slept 
there — ^it was no go, not the ghost of a 
chance." 

" And do you really think him dangerous, 
who put you on to nebbie him ?" 

"That's my business," returned the 
other shortly, " you don't think l'm such 
an ass to split, do you ? Dangerous, I fancy 
he is, he wins as sure as Fm a — l'm a — " 
he was lost for an expression, so said, 
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" as sure as l'm a cove — he can ride as well 
as any of the others, he's light on his 
horse, is as fresh as a pink and can stay, 
he knows every inch of the country, and 
I don't see what's to stop him. Lord 
George starts 'em, and he won't stand 
any nonsenso. No it will be run out on 
the straight, from end to end. It lays 
between Jem Mason, Tom Oliver, and 
young Jack Sulivan, and he will win it 
with ' Tom Tit.' I don't believe the old 
'uns can out-jockey or out-ride him, he's 
a wonder is that boy." 

There goes the beli for saddling, and 
away scamper scores to the different leaps. 
The water jump is the centro of attraction, 
others scramble up on their vehicles where 
they coiild command a good view. 

" You do not feel nervous do you. 
Jack?" asked a fine-looking man, address- 
ing a slender youth in a great coat. 

"Not at ali, Sir. l've weighed out 
ali right." 

" Now then, my boy, off with your coat 
and l'U givo you your * first leg up,' " 
and he beckoned an elderly man who was 
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leading a corkey-looking little bay borse 
about. 

« Ali rio-Tìf. riQTìfairì '* aoirl nl/1 T^nllfiTìnll 

coming up with * Tom Tit.' 

The Captain swept the sheet off the 
animai, and vaulted his son into his saddle. 

"One word, Jack," whispered his 
father, ** you're against the very best men 
of the day. Mind what I teli you, waiV^ 

Gallant and proud did the lad look in 
his scarlet jacket and black cap, and gal- 
lant did his little horse appear, his coat 
shone like satin, and he seemed eager to 
get away. 

Look at the others, how careless Mason 
seemed on his steeplechaser, yet he was 
ready on the instant if the animai showed 
any restiveness. There was Black Tom 
humming his favourite " Gipsy King," 
he kicks his horse into a trot and 
theninto a canter, and it is then seen 
what a fine seat he has. They keep 
coming out of the saddling enclosure, ali 
the colours of the rainbow, black, green, 
blue, yellow, crimson; nineteen in ali, a 
cheer rends the air, as the popular Squire 
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appears, eveiy inch a gentleman-rider and 
sportsman; then there is the Captain, a 
hard man to beat, how square and solidly 
he sits in his saddle. 

" Now then, gentlemen," exclaims Lord 
George, jumping on to his hack, " come 
along, FU start you ali fair, but l'U keep 
you for a week if any of you get away 
before I say ' Go.' " 

They move on and foUow as good a 
sportsman as England ever knew. Now 
they are in the starting-field and drawn 
up in line, his Lordship is a little in ad- 
vance with a red flag in his hand, he 
waits patiently till some of the fractious, 
who bave broken away, get into line again. 
" Go !" he exclaims at last, as his eagle 
eye catches them ali fair, and the flag is 
dropped. 

"They're offl" is shouted from the 
hoarse throats of the multitude, as the gay 
cavalcade is seen cantering gently along 
through the grass land — they're off! a 
splendid start. Look at them, how easily 
and quietly they take the first leap, there 
is one or two who refuse, but they are 
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got over. Now then the pace is gettiog 
a little faster, and the field a little more 
drawn ont ; but there is not as yet tireoty 
yards between the leadiog and the last 
borse, and amongst the latter might be 
seen the scarlet jacket and black cap. 

** Well, old Cock BuUfinch," said a Yoice 
dose at that gentleman's elbow. **You 
think your youngster will pulì through, 
don't you ? bat you won't pipe that tune 
this joumey." 

Bullfinch tumed and looked Mr. Slip- 
pery Brown supercilously over from top 
to toe, and said, " I don't want none of 
your observashuns, and I don't want no 
conversashun with a leg and a nobbler, 
hook it." 

The chase is going on, the old hands 
and top sawyers are sending their horses 
along and watching each other jealously 
and warily, the field is not told out yet ; 
going easily and well is the game little 
borse * Tom Tit,' as yet no spur or whip 
has touched him, he has popped in and 
out of the doublé in a manner that has ex- 
cited the admiration of ali the beholders, 
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and called forth a remark from the Squire 
(Osbaldeston). " Well ridden, indeed, 
young gentleman." The boy's face is 
flushed with excitement, but he rides 
as patiently and as steady as a rock. The 
water jump is not far off now, the roar of 
the mass of people assembléd there is heard. 
" Here they come," the five great artists of 
the day appear, Mason, Oliver, Beecher, 
Osbaldeston, and Seffert, but another in a 
scarlet jacket and black cap is dose behind 
them. The pace is good now, and as they 
approach the water each man is seen to 
catch his borse by the head and steady 
him. As they do so, a scarlet jacket 
and black cap shoots by them and clears 
the eighteen feet of water two lengths in 
advance. 

"That is the worst of Tom Tit," 
mentally exclaims his rider, " he will always 
rush so at water ; no, my boy, you gave 
them the lead over, I must pulì you back 
now. I was told to wait, but you shall 
come at the proper time." 

Some of the horses are riderless, others 

VOL. II. X 



3o6 WON IN A CANTER. 

bave refused and been puUed up, there are 
only eight now in it. 

They bave to pass the saddiing enclosure 
again, and where the great mass of people 
are assembled. What shouts greet their 
ears, what a hoarse unearthly yeil, " Go it 
yaller ; blue has it ; Mason f or ever ; hurra 
for the Squire; bravo red, good boy, 
that's you're sort." Jack's father looks 
on silently, his face is flushed, he is afraid 
to trust his voice; there is a choking 
sensation in his throat, old Bullfinch is 
standing dose by hira. 

" I ne ver see anything better ridden in 
my life," he whispered in his master's ear, 
'* he's going beautiful is Master John, the 
little 'oss is as fresh as paint too; Lord 
how thirsty I am — blessed if 1 shan't 
choke." 

The horses are streaming away over the 
meadows, taking their jumps with beauti- 
ful precision, there is no shaking off scarlet, 
about five lengths is he kept behind, the 
gentle strain on his jaws is never relaxed, 
ho is to wait. 

'' I must go first at the water again," 
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mentally exclaimed Jack, ** some of them 
are sure to get a cropper there, and I may 
be knocked over in the scramble, l'U lead 
again." 

And he did, the little horse jumped it 
beautif uUy ; not so with ali the others, two 
were in. 

" Now, my man," said Jack, patting his 
horse's neck, " the worst is over now, I 
think you have the speed of them ali, 
and I know you can stay." 

" Here they are," shouts the multi- 
tude as the horses are seen again ap- 
proaching. Jack's father is now fear- 
fuUy excited, " Do you think he-will pulì 
through, BuUfinch ?" he hoarsely demands 
of that worthy. 

" Safe as ninepence, Sir, they're ali a 
riding of their 'osses now, and Master 
John's a holding of his own famous." 

What yells greet their ears as the horses 
are seen approaching. 

" Jim has it — Mason has it — no, no, 
Oliver fora thousand — it's the Squire, who 
can beat him ?" is shouted out frantically 
by the partisans of each. The last fence 

X 2 
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is jumped, a gorse topped liurdie — now 
begins the struggle, the tails of some of 
the animals are hanging out signals of 
distress, and whips are at work. " Now 
then, Tommy," exclaims his owner, the 
steady straiu on the gallant little horse's 
bridle is relaxed, his rider shakes hina the 
least bit in the world ; but no whip is laid 
over him, or spurs gali his sides, he 
responds to the cali, shoots away from the 
others, and is landed a winner by eight 
lengths. 

Cheer after cheer rends the air, " Well 
ridden^ magnificently ridden," exclaims 
Harry England, no mean judge. "By 
George, that lad is the finest horseman in 
Europe." 

Jack's father rushes through the crowd, 
and leads his proud and triumphant son's 
noble little borse back to the enclosure. 

Old BuUfinch is bursting with im- 
patience by his young master's side. 
Slippery Brown is pressing forward to 
congratulate the winner. 

" Keep away," roars the old groom. 
" Keep away, or by the Lord Harry TU 
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knock you down," but the man stili presses 
forward ; a heavy band is laid on bis coUar 
and be is burled violently aside. 

"If you go nigb bim," exclaims Bob 
Dawes, " l'il tbrasb tbe life out of you — 
none of your bankey-pankey tricks bere." 

" Rigbt," said tbe clerk of tbe scales, as 
Jack was weigbing out, " rigbt." 

Wbat a crowd is gatbered round tbe 
gallant little borse as be is being dressed 
over, but no one can approacb very near 
bim. Bob Dawes and a bost of otbers 
keep tbe crowd off. 

"Tbere," exclaimed Bullfincb, as be 
buckled tbe sbeet on, '* you're ali rigbt, my 
boy, and tbere's as good a bucket of gruel 
waiting for you at bome as over borse 
dipped bis nose into, and well you've 
earned it and a little more too." 

Tbe dinner tbat evening at tbe " Blue 
Dragon," is a largo one. Jack's fatber 
occupies tbe cbair, a bost of country 
gentlemen are present, ali determine to do 
tbe winner of tbe day bonour. 

Jack's bealtb bas been drank witb tbree 
times tbree and musical bonours. Various 
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matches bave been made, made never to 
come off between gentlemen wbo had 
more wine in their heads tban brains. 

" It's very well," exclaimed Farmer 
Dawes loudly, '* making matches to come 
off six months hence, we may be ali dead 
before then; but l'm prepared to make 
one to take place two days hence. Now, 
l'U teli you what l'U do, l'U back the 
young Captain to shoot twenty-one pigeons 
against anyone bere, single or doublé shots, 
five traps, thirty yards rise, at the Red 
House, Battersea. l'U write to Swaine 
and bave ali ready, l'U make it for fifty 
pounds a side." 

** Done," said a tali dark man, it was 

V r, the famous pigeon-shot, he had 

beaten Osbaldeston and Ross ; he was a 
professional pigeon-shooter, and few cared 
to bave anything to do with him. 

" You are foolish, Dawes," said the 
chairman, ** let me advise you to draw it. 
Have half a dozen of champagne and think 
no more of it." 

** Begging your pardon, Sir," replied 
V r. ^' I hold Mr. Dawes to bis bet, 
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I did not ask for the match, he offered it 
and I took it." 

** T'U not draw or hedge a farthing of it," 
exclaimed Dawes somewhat hotly, **Fve 
mafde a hundred and fifty on to-day's race, 
and can afford to drop fifty ; but I don't 
think I shall." 

'* Look here, Sulivan," said the Squire, 
taking the young man apart. '* I did not 
take Dawes's bet because I did not wish 
him to risk his money, he is an old friend 
of mine. You shall come to-morrow and 
have some pigeons privately with me at the 

house. V r will do ali he knows to 

unnerve you at the scratch, don't answer 
him or mind what he says, we will see you 
have fair play ; but whatever you do keep 
cool, and from the specimen we have had 
of your nervo to-day, I think you will." 

A largo muster was assembled at the 
Red House a couple of days after the 
dinner. Rumour said Sulivan had made 
some splendid practice the day before with 
the Squire, the betting was high, and 

though V r was the f avourite, yet the 

youngster had plenty of supporters. 
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On the ground might be seen many 
lovers of the trigger, Captain Ross, Mr. 
Osbaldeston, Mr. Bainbridge, The Right 
HoDOurable G. Anson, Lord Kennedy, 
Lord Ranelagh, Mr. Arrowsmith, Mr. 
Shoubridge, Captain Bentinck^ and scores 
of others, most of them, now alas, " laid 
low." 

It was agreed they were to be single 
shots, and the birds trapped by Barber; 
there was little wind, but the rocks were 
good and went away at a great pace. 

The first called up was Sulivan. 

" Lay you odds, Sir, on the bird, and 
an even ten on the match," exclaimed 
V r. 

" Thank you," replied the lad, " I never 
bet, and I may as well say at once I do 
not intend to bet one farthing on the 
match." 

AH were eager to see how the boy would 
acquit himself. He lined and sighted his 
traps ; " PuU," he criedin his quick decided 
voice, and before the bird had gone three 
yards, there was a cloud of feathers flying 
about ; it was clean killed. 
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"Fine form, indeed," reraarked a by- 
stander, " a wonderfully quick shot." 

" FU lay an even hundred he kills seven- 
teen out of his lot," exclaimed the Squire. 

"Done," saidV r. 

" Will anyone else have it ?" he asked, 
but there was no response. 

" Now then, V r, what odds will you 

lay ?" demanded another. 

** Even money," repUed the shooter. 

" Can't be done at the price, thought 
you always backed your shot." 

He lined and sighted his traps caref ully. 
" Pulì," he said, and in aninstantthebird 
lay fluttering on the ground. 

Shot after shot was fired ; seven each 

had been killed without a miss. V r 

eyed his young opponent narrowly, he saw 
his work was cut out. The betting was 
now even, and if there was any choice the 
boy had it, for ali his birds were clean 
killed, which the others were not. A 
shot or two on both sides were missed; 
but at the nineteenth bird it was a tie. 

The twentieth was killed by both. 

Although in those days it was a common 
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thing to shoot a match for a thousand 
guineas a side. Yet this match, though one 
of apparent iusignifieauee as regards the 
value of the stakes, was regarded with 
breathless interest. It was a boy against 
a man, a novice against a well-known and 
skilful professional ; true the lad had beaten 
professionals only three days before, but 
the same luck might not follow him up. 

Men were positively breathless as the 
twenty-first and last bird was to be shot at 

by Sulivan. V r seemed ili at ease. 

" You won't bet, Mr. Sulivan," he again 
asked, the only answer that was given was, 
" Pulì," and the bird was dead. 

" Bravo ! Bravo ! well shot," resounded 
on ali sides. 

" Well shot, my boy, indeed !" ex- 
claimed his father, affectionately. 

"l'U draw, Mr. Dawes, if you like," 
said V r. 

" Draw be d d !" answered the 

farmer. " A likely thing, indeed ! l'U 
doublé the bet if you will, treble it if you 
like. But l'U stick to what Tve got on." 

Caref uUy, most carefuUy did V r line 
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the traps, he was evidently anxious and ili 
at ease. " Pulì," he uttered, in a harsh 
quick voice, the trap fell, and the bird was 
hard hit. How eagerly, breathlessly, it 
was watched, at last it fell within bounds, 
and the gatherer approached it cautiously, 
but it was up again, and flew out of 
bounds. 

<« D on," passionately exclaimed 

V r. " l'il shoot the match again for 

two hundred." 

" Not with my son. I will alLow him 
to shoot no more,'* said his f ather, " Dawes 
I congratulate you. Jack you will never 
shoot better then you have done to-day, 
let's give the lad three cheers," and three 
such cheers rent the air as were seldom 
heard at the Red House. 

Nearly ali those who were present that 
day are dead and gone, at rest in their 
narro w dark and silent graves, tempora, 



moresJ^ 



Jack was the rage now, a winning man 
is always popular; he was one of those 
who luckily are not to be spoilt by 
popularity and flattery, he had a kind good 



3i6 WON IN A CANTER. 



father at band to guide him, and the lad 
was perfectly happy and contented at look- 
ing over his father s farm. He shot, j&shed 
and hunted, and thought of little else, his 
life went on like a happy dream. 

He was some three years older than 
when he won the Feltham steeple-chase 
on Tom Tit; the gallant little horse 
had won many a race since then, and was 
now reposing on his laurels, and was only 
to be seen in the hunting-field. 

Jack, too, was engaged to be married to 
one of the most beautiful girls in the 
county. 

There were few could vie with Alice 
Thornton, tali, graceful, beautiful figure, 
unexceptionable feet and ankles, exquisite 
hands, lovely hair, and blue eyes with 
their dark fringes almost covering them, 
fine complexion, faultless mouth and teeth 
— she was indeed a beauty. 

Offers without number had she received, 
but her heart was Jack's ; she had known 
him from childhood, it had been a settled 
pian between the fathers that when they 
were old enough they should marry ; they 
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had as children been taught to believe it, 
and they had come together as naturally 
as could be. 

Alice was sitting in ber pretty little 
boudoir, she had no mother, and the poor 
girl was sometimes very lonely ; for her 
father was constantly either shooting, 
hunting, or about his estate, what visitors 
carne she generally received in this little 
rdom, her favourite one. On the forenoon 
we introduce her to the reader she was 
sitting in this sanctorum of hers working, 
when Captain Magenis was announced. 

The girl's face flushed up as he entered, 
she rose and bowed some what stiffly to him. 
" I little thought, Captain Magenis, after 
what had passed you would present your- 
self'here again." 

"Alice — Miss Thornton — I bave dared 
to come again — I cannot — will not take 



vour answer." 



She rose without saying a word and 
moved towards the beli. 

** Stay," he cried, placing himself before 
her, " you must and shall bear me," he 
was a tali handsome man of about thirty, 
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but there was something unpleasant in bis 
whole face, a sneeriug, mocking, super- 
cilious expression. 

He drew himself up as he said, " You 
must and shall hear me — for months and 
months you have been in my thoughts. I 
proposed to you in an honourable, straight- 
forward manner, you have refused me and 
why ? I learn from your own lips you do 
not like me — but it is not that, I know ali — 
it is because you love that boy Sulivan." 

'* Captain Magenis/' interrupted the girl 
with flashing eyes, " how dare you, how 
unmanly to come here and insult me ! 
Oh ! if papa was in, he would protect me." 

" He would, my darling, and so will I,'' 
and Jack Sulivan stood before them ; he 
had entered the room quietly, and caught 
the last words. 

With a cry she threw herself into his 
arms, and lay half fainting there. 

" Begone, Sir," exclaimed the young 
man, " before I am tempted to forget my- 
self in the presence of a lady ; have you no 
feelings of a gentleman ?" 

The Captain uttered not a word, but 
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slowly left the room, casting such a 
diabolical look of hatred on the young 
man as was fearful to behold — ali his evil 
passiona were concentrated in that one 
glance. 

'^ Twenty-nine ali," called the marker 
of the officers' billiard-room at Hounslow, 
some hours after the above occurrence. 

Jack was playing a match with Major 
Spotstroke, a quiet game for nothing ; the 
Major was a fine player, and fond of his 
young pupil, who he said would beat him 
in another six months. 

There was a great gathering of oflBcers, 
for it was a wet afternoon, and the billiard- 
room was a capital lounge to smoke their 
cigars in and do their sodas and brandies, 
the young man had just played his stroke 
when Magenis walked into the room and 
straight up to Jack. 

" Sulivan," he said, in a voice quivering 
with passion, *' you used language to me 
a short time ago that no gentleman would 
brook," and as he uttered this, he struck 
him lightly on the shoulder with a racing 
whip. 
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It was done so suddenly that no one 
could interfere, and before they could, the 
Captain was lying on bis back with the 
blood pouring from bis nose and mouth. 

He bad in the parlance of the ring, 
received " such a hot one on bis nose and 
mouth that bad knocked bim ali abroad, 
and completely out of time." 

^^ Bravo, Sulivan !" exclaimed the 
younger portion of the oflBcers, ** well 
delivered, and as straight as a die." 

The elders looked grave, they knew 
there could only be one termination to 
such an act. 

In answer to Jack's explanations, the 
Major said, '* Quite right, Sulivan, most 
unfortunate though it should bave taken 
place bere. l'U stand your friend, how- 
ever, and see you through it ; leave it ali 
in my hands, you are quite safe." 

" Thank you. Major, I am truly gratef ul 
for your kindness, I feel quite happy and 
satisfied now." 

As Major Spotstroke was being driven 
along at a rapid pace in bis well-appointed 
doublé brougbam. Jack was seated by bis 
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side, and opposite to him is the regimental 
doctor. 

" Faith, Sulivan," said the medicai man 
who was an Irishman, ** it's a mighty un- 
pleasant time to go out, a nasty chilly 
morning, but any way you're well wrapped 
up, nothing like keeping yourself warm. 
I remember when Dennis went out with 
Fergerson, both were elegant shots ; they 
were fast friends, but fell out as usuai 
about a petticoat. 

'^ They were in Galway at the time snipe 
shooting; Fergerson would not fight on 
the Galway side, as Dennis had many 
tenants there, so they agreed to be puUed 
across Lough Corrib, and fight on the 
Giare Galway side. Well the morning was 
bitter cold, but six strong fellows soon 
took them, myself and the seconds, over 
the five miles we had to go, and we landed 
on a low, marshy bit of ground. 

" ^ A splendid spot,' said Blake, ^ level 
as a die, and not a bush, tree, or turf- 
stack to catch the eye ; it's a heavenly spot, 
no one to look at us except the curlew, 
snipe and wild geese.' Well the men were 

VOL II. X 
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put up, and the word given, and curiously 
enough both had holes in their hats. 

•' • l'm so colu, I can't hold my pistol.' 
said Dennis. ^ So am 1/ exclaimed the 
cther, ^ suppose, Blake and Skipworth, you 
gi^re US fi ve minutes to warm ourselves. 
We'U be bere ali day and nothing done. 
The devil fly away with it/ 

'* To this the seconds agreed, and they 
commenced running about the ground, and 
warming themselves. Blake and the other 
at the end of time put them up again, poor 
fellows, and the word was given, both fired 
together, and dropped at the same instant, 
stone dead, with a hole through each 
of their temples. So much for getting 
warm ; but may be I ought not to have 
told you this. I know Magenis well, he's 
a good shot, but always sights bis man 
outside the elbow ; do you sight him out- 
side your wrist. Keep a stifi* arm, never 
take your eye ofi* him, and by the great 
gun of Athlone he is yours." The brougham 
proceeded rapidly for some distance and 
puUed up by the side of a large mead ad- 
joining the Thames. 
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It was a dismal wretched morning, the 
vapour rose up from the bed of the river 
in a thick white bandwhichlookedghastly. 

"A beastly light," said the Major, as 
he had finished loading his pistol, and was 
pacing out the ground from his stick which 
he had stuck in the ground. " There is 
no choice of ends, Ross, not a bit of sun. 
As l've won the toss I give the word. 
Get your man, and l'U bring mine 
up. Now, Jack, my boy, we are ali ready. 
Be cool, God bless you !" 

"If anything should happen. Major," 
said the young man, " you'U find a letter 
in my great-coat pocket for my father and 
mother, and another for Alice. You pro- 
mise to give them yourself do you not ?" 

" AH right, lad," replied the other, the 
tears springing into his eyes. " Take off 
your great-coat, button your frock dose, 
give him as little to shoot at as you can. 
You know how I showed you, only your 
side towards him. Now, gentlemen," he 
continued, ashe moved to the left. " I give 
the word one — two — three — fire; neither 
of you will fire, till I have said fire." 

Y 2 
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Dark and scowlingly did the Gaptain 
ève bis young opponent, who never flinched 
but looked at him boldly and nxeuly ; ho 
was a shade paler, and bis lips were slightly 
parted, but not a bit of emotion or timidity 
did he betray. 

" One — two — three — fire !" exclaimed 
the Major quickly, and simultaneously the 
Tveapons were discharged, the smoke hung 
heavy in the thick stifling air, for there 
was no breeze stirring. 

" He's winged, by heaven !" said the 
Major running up to Jack, who was stand- 
ing unhurt. "Quick, boy, on with your 
coat, you must get away at once. What 
is it, Doctor ? is he much hurt ?" 

" I cannot teli you, yet, Spotstroke, he 
bas fainted. It is in bis hip," he ex- 
claimed, " I must get him back at once." 

" Ali right," said the Major, entering 
the mess-room two bours after, where 
Sulivan was talking to a knot of oflficers ; 
" the ball extracted and no danger, you 
bipped him ; two incbes bigher, and he 
was a dead man. Tbat's what I always 
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say never sight your man too high, and 
you are safe." 

" Thank God !" replied the other, " I 
am no murderer.'* 

" Murder be hanged, Sulivan ! Killing 
is no murder, you know the old adage; 
it's your first duel, and may it be your 
last; you behaved like a trump. By 
Jupiter ! here's your father driving up. 
l'U go and explain ali, keep where you are." 

" He behaved ali right ?" asked Jack's 
father of the militaire. 

" Like a trump, and a gentleman, as 
your son should." 

" Cool and collected, eh ?" 

" As cool as a cucumber, a devilish deal 
cooler than you are now. Ne ver spoke a 
word, covered his man, and potted him 
too. Thank God it is no worse. I shall 
get into the deviPs own row, but never 
mind, Tve good friends." 

"Jack," exclaimed his father, entering 
the mess-room. ** God bless you, my dar- 
ling boy ! God bless you," and he laid his 
head on his son's shoulder and wept like a 
child. 
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Several gentlemen blew their noses and 
turned to the window, and others fonnd 
the moming mist in their eyes, which ako 
neccssitated the use of their handkerchiefs ; 
one by one they slipped from the room and 
left father and son alone. 

Some years had passed away since Jack 
Sulivan was put up to be shot at, he was 
now nearly five-and-twenty, and important 
events as far as he was concemed had 
taken place. 

He was married ; Alice Thomton, or 
rather Alice Sulivan was now in the zenith 
<;f ber beauty. A lovely woman she was, 
and stili the reigning toast of the county. 
Jack was an M.F.H. too. On marrying, 
bis father-in-law agreed to give bis daugh- 
ter a thousand a year if she and ber bus- 
band would live with bim, which they 
agreed to do. The old gentleman was 
lonely, and could not make up bis mind 
to resido by bimself, or part with bis only 
cbild on any other terms. 

Jack was a popular man, tborougbly 
boloved and respected by ali classes, and 
be had hardly been married a year when 
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he was oflfered the mastership of the 



hounds, with a handsome guaranteed sub- 
cription. Capital sport did he show them ; 
he was not only a fine rider and under- 
stood his business, but his heart was in 
it, he was ever poKte and courteous to his 
field, which is more than can be said of a 
great many masters, but was liberal where 
damages were concerned. 

Great were the preparations at Bob 
Dawes' house, the hounds were to meet 
there and draw his covers ; it was favourite 
fixture, for not only was a good stout fox 
certain to be found, but a good substan- 
tial breakfast in the bargain. 

" Dash my buttons, Missus, you must 
look slippery," exclaimed the worthy yeo- 
man to his better half. " Here's BuUfinch 
just come with his master's horses. I 
knowed the old gentleman would come to 
my meet, he never misses me," and away 
he bustled to receive his friend. 

" l'm right glad to see you, BuUfinch," 
said the farmer heartily, ** youVe come in 
good time, IVe kept a stable ali to your- 
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self — for your's and the young Master's 
horses; there's breakfast for you and a 
few more of the right sort in my own little 
room." 

" Just like yourself, Dawes, I must say, 
I don't know a man who understands 
•what's what better than you do. We old 
uns requires more than the young uns. 
We wants more beans to keep our muscles 
up, and more goes down of — of — hale — or 
anything else good, and if there is a place 
where it's to be got good, and plenty of it, 
this is the shop and no mistake." So say- 
ing, and having fastened his horses up, 
he strode away to the well-known little 
parlour. 

Years went on, and Jack was stili 
Master of the hounds. He was somewhat 
heavier in the saddle than of yore, for 
seventeen seasons had passed over his 
head since he commenced carrying the 
horn, yet he kept his forward place in the 
field, and was just as deadly as ever with 
his Westley Richard. It was a treat to 
see him going to cover, with his two 
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eldest lads on their ponies beside him. 
No man was more doatingly attached to 
his children than Sulivan. But his little 
pet — the pet of the family — his mother's 
darling, was his yòungest child, a sweet, 
merry, bright-eyed little fellow of fìve 
years ; he always slept in the same bed 
between them, and father and mother 
would listen of a morning to his innocent 
prattle ; then papa must , teli him a story 
or play wild beasts with him, and in re- 
turn his pet would sing him one of his 
little songs. When Jack would come 
home from hunting, oftentimes Alice and 
her little one would be waiting at the 
lodge gate to meet him, then the child 
was put up on the hunter which was led 
to his stable by the tired father. 

Poor Jack ! his happinesa was not long- 
lived. One rainy day, the children ali 
went up to a lumber room to play. They 
had not been there long when there was 
an agonizing scream, which both father 
and mother heard. Fallen ! fallen ! was 
the cry. The frantic man rushed out 
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of the hall door, and there on the ground 
lay his darling, his little pet, dead. The 
window above had in some way burst open 
and the child fell, and was killed. 

I pass over the misery, the horror, the 
utter wretchedness. The poor mother 
was frantic and insane, from that fatai 
day her doom was sealed — she wasted 
away, and a few months after, her dar- 
ling' s grave was opened to receive her. 

Jack's gallant old father tried ali he 
could to rouse his son, but it was of no 
use. The hounds were given up, he never 
took his gun in hand again, but kept his 
own room; his three remaining children 
were over with him trying to amuse and 
keep him up, but to no avail, he seemed 
as well in health, but he rarely spoke or 
smiled. 

His forty-ninth birth-day had arrived — 
a lovely sunny day in August. He had 
promised to take ali the children out that 
day, and he rang his beli early. 

His servant carne, and saw his master 
was deadly pale. 
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** Teli my father I should like to see 
him, Johnson," he said. 

"Jack, my boy, what is the matter?" 
asked the old man, as he entered, "you 
look frightfully white and ili. Send for 
the doctor," he said huiriedly to the 
servant. 

** It is no use, father, it is too late. 
I am dying of a broken heart ; let the child- 
ren come to me." He smiled kindly on 
them, and stroked their soft faces, and 
then dozed off. About eleven Jie awoke 
again. He was fearfuUy changed now. 
" Kiss me, my pets," he said, " father, 
you will take care of them — let me be 
buried by Aim," he said. " Oh, my dar- 
ling dead little angel — I come to you," he 
never spoke again. and died immediately 
after, so quietly and gently that they 
hardly knew he was gone. 

Poor Jack SuUivan, a sad end. I can 
never forget him, he died years ago. My 
old friend and chum is nearly forgotten 
by ali now, save myself. Pass the wine, 
Charlie. 
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Such was the Story told by Sir John 
Foresi to Charlie and his uncle as they aat 
over thcir wine the evening before the 
steeple -chase. 
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